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There  are  those  who  sing  of  Cupid  and  Love, 

Love  in  the  springtime,  Love  that  is  blind, 

Love  that  is  sent  from  the  heavens  above ; 

But  I  sing  of  thee,  Mother  o’  Mine. 

There  are  those  who  sing  of  Friendship  so  true, 
Friendship  enchanting,  Friendship  divine. 
Friendship  that  is  to  happiness  a  cue; 

But  thou  art  my  friend,  dear  Mother  o’  Mine. 

There  are  those- who  sing  of  Grace  and  Beauty, 
Laying  it  at  lovely  Venus’  shrine, 

With  the  motive  of  lov.e  and  not  of  duty ; 

But  thou  art  my  Beauty,  Mother  o’  Mine. 

There  are  those  who  sing  of  Books  and  Knowledge, 
Of  Homer  and  poets  of  his  kind, 

Of  men  made  wise  by  their  training  in  college; 

But  thou  art  my  Knowledge,  Mother  o’  Mine. 

There  are  those  who  sing  of  some  Wondrous  Fame, 
For  naught  else  on  earth  do  their  hearts  pine, 
Fame  that  brings  to  them  wealth  and  a  great  name; 
But  thou  art  my  Fame,  dear  Mother  o’  Mine. 

Love,  Friendship,  Beauty,  Knowledge  and  Fame, 

For  each,  men  with  their  life-blood  sign, 

And  all  for  naught  do  weary  out  their  brain  ; 

But  thou  art  my  all,  dear  Mother  o’  Mine. 

K.  McCASKILL 
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r  I  ''HE  editors  of  “Nods 
-1  and  Becks' ’  do  not  as¬ 
pire  to  give  to  the  world 
a  literary  production,  but 
rather  a  memory  book  of 
the  varied  interests  of 
Chicora  life.  If  books  are 
indeed,  as  Emerson  says, 
only  to  inspire,  then  may 
this  volume  be  a  source 
of  inspiration  to  the 
class  of  ’2 1  and  her  many 
friends.  When  after  col¬ 
lege  clays  have  grown 
dim  and  j  oy  seems  to  have 
been  lost  may  they  grow 
young  again  as  they  re¬ 
view  the  history  within 
its  leaves. 
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The  Thick  Roof  of  Green  and  Stirring  Branches  is  Alive  and  Musical  With  Birds. 
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If  Eyes  Were  Made  for  Seeing,  Then  Beauty  Is  Its  Own  Excuse  for  Being 


* 

'  |  rag 

,  .V1  j' 

Pi|  %*P1B 

Hg 

I  « ’  fpsa? 

i  •  StM-  loPfiMte Jfc_ 

>»k ,  .  ffiall  ISBm, 

j&  «  K?  i  wSRk  \  1 

Page  Twelve 


“  When  Breezes  Are  Soft  and  Skies  Are  Fair,  I  Steal  an  Hour  from  Study  and  Care” 
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Bordered.  With  Sparkling  Frost-work,  Was  as  Gay  as  With  Its  Fringe  of  Summer  Flowers 
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JOHN  COULTER 
Senior  Class  Mascot 
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Oh !  ye  who  have  wandered  the  wide  world  over, 
Fought  your  battles,  some  lost  and  some  won, 

Will  you  stop  in  your  journey  for  just,  one  moment 
And  list’  to  the  tale  of  ’21? 

Now  we  started  forth  a  band  so  gay, 

Full  thirty  and  five  of  us  there  be 
Young  and  brave  and  eager  to  rise 
And  never  a  thought  of  fear  had  we 

Sometimes  the  end  seemed  so  far  away 
And  the  trials  seemed  so  hard  to  bear 
That  we  almost  turned  back  in  our  journey 
And  bowed  our  heads  in  despair. 

But  in  the  strength  of  our  better  selves 
And  with  new  faith  and  hope  and  love 
We  picked  up  our  burdens  to  start  anew 
And  aimed  at  the  stars  above. 

And  now  at  last  our  goal  is  reached. 

But  yet  our  joy  is  mingled  with  sorrow, 

For  today  we  must  part  from  our  comrades  dear, 
And;  for  us  there  is  no  tomorrow. 

But  may  each  go  forth  with  a  gladsome  heart 
And  a  courage  that  will  never  end, 

Because  of  one  mighty  love  in  our  hearts 
For  our  Alma  Mater,  our  guide,  our  friend. 

Helen  Bruton,  Class  Poet  ’21. 
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Colors  :  Garnet  and  White, 
Flower:  White  Rose. 
Motto:  “Possemus  quia  posse  vi  demur.” 

Sara  Baggott,  President  Kathleen  Me 

Mary  Haigler,  Secretary.  Carolyn  Law 

Mattie  Sligh  Brooks,  Lawyer.  Marguerite  1 

Eliza  Lykes,  Prophet.  Helen  Brutor 
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SARA  ANNIE  BAGGOTT 
Bachelor  of  Music 
Wagener,  S.  C. 

"And  rank  for  her  meant  duty ,  various  yet 
equal  in  its  worth ,  done  worthily  A 

Here  is  the  all-round  girl  of  our  class!  She 
has  proven  her  ability  as  a  leader  in  being  pres¬ 
ident  of  our  class  for  four  years.  As  an  athe- 
lete,  she  stands  out  preeminently.  She  is  never 
happier  than  when  she  is  “shooting  goal”  and 
the  varsity  has  shown  its  confidence  in  her  in 
electing  her  captain.  She  excels  as  a  musician. 
We  predict  for  her  a  wonderful  future  with  that 
voice  of  hers.  Lastly,  we  value  her  sincerity  as 
a  friend.  She  has  a  charming  manner  and  easy 
grace  which  assure  her  of  friends  everywhere 
she  goes,  among  the  Seminoles.  (not  the  Semi¬ 
nole  Indians,  however),  and  elsewhere.  Chi- 
cora  loses  one  of  her  most  versatile  girls  when 
she  loses  Sara. 


\.  W.  C.  A.,  Palladian  Literary  Society,  Athletic 
Association,  Glee  Club  ’17-’18,  ’18-’19;  ’19-’20,  ’20-’21. 
Class  President  ’1 7-M 8,  ’18-’19,  ’19-’20,  ’20-’21,  Cor¬ 
responding  Secretary  Palladian  Literary  Socity,  first 
term  ’18-’19,  Music  Critic  Palladian  Literary  Society, 
first  term  ’19-’20,  ’20-’21,  Vice-President  Palladian  Lit¬ 
erary  Society,  first  term  ’19-’20,  Assistant  Editor-in- 
Chief  Palladian  Magazine  Staff  ’19-’20,  Editor-in-Chief 
Palladian  Magazine  Staff  ’20-’21,  Class  Tennis  Team 
’17-’18,  Class  Basket  Ball  Team  ’17-’18,  ’18-’19;  ’19- 
’20,  ’20-’2l,  Varsity  Basket  Ball  Team  ’18-’19,  ’19-’20, 
’20-’21,  Captain  Varsity  Basketball  Team  ’20-’21, 
President  of  Athletic  Association  ’20-’21,  Club  Editor 
“Nods  and  Becks”  ’20-’21,  House  President  Preston 
Hall,  first  term  ’20-’21. 
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JOSEPHINE  BOOZER 
Newberry,  S.  C. 

Bachelor  of  Arts 

“Far  may  we  search  before  we  find 
A  heart  so  noble  and  so  kind.” 

Josephine  came  to  us  as  a  day  pupil  her  first 
year,  consequently  few  of  us  knew  her  intimately 
but  all  of  us  know  of  her  ability  in  Math  and 
looked  up  to  her  as  the  genius  of  our  class.  As 
she  has  been  in  the  dormitory  for  the  past  three 
years  we  have  learned  to  admire  her  for  her 
dignity  and  sincerity. 

"A  friend  in  need  is  a  friend  indeed.”  This 
is  the  feeling  of  every  one  toward  "Boozy”  for 
she  is  always  willing  to  lend  a  helping  hand  to 
those  in  need. 

She  has  been  an  especially  bright  Bible  stu¬ 
dent  and  takes  part  in  all  of  the  Christian 
activities.  Boozy  says  she  is  going  to  continue 
her  study  in  Bible — we  wonder  if  the  C.  E.  of 
which  we  have  so  often  heard  her  speak  means 
Christian  Endeavor  or  Civil  Engineering. 


Palladian  Literary  Society,  Athletic  Association,  Y. 
W.  C.  A.,  Program  Committee  of  Palladian  Literary 
Society  ’18-’19,  ’20-’21,  Assistant  Editor-in-Chief  of 
Hampton  Chronicle  ’20-’21. 
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Member  of  Palladian  Literary  Society,  Athletic  As¬ 
sociation,  Class  Lawyer  ’21. 
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MATTIE  SLIGH  BROOKS 
Lykesland,  S,  C. 

Bachelor  of  Arts 

“ Loyal  hearted,  strong  of  mind, 

A  finer  girl  you’ll  nowhere  find” 

Straight  as  a  reed  stands  she,  so  fair,  one’s 
first  thought  is  that  surely  she  grew  and  blos¬ 
somed  over  night  in  the  quaint  old  gardens  of 
Chicora.  Engage  her  in  conversation  and  you 
will  learn  of  fiery  ambitions,  lofty  ideals,  and  a 
conscience  which  invariably  guides  her  aright. 

Mattie  Sligh  excels  in  many  things  but  we  all 
agree  that  in  history  she  has  few  peers;  in  fact, 
she  has  a  read  affection  for  the  subject,  and,  if 
you  are  so  fortunate  as  to  know  her  well,  she 
might  confide  to  you  what  she  intends  to  be  her 
future  work — years,  perhaps,  spent  in  the  impart¬ 
ing  of  her  wonderful  knowledge  to  others  (in¬ 
terspersed  with  an  occasional,  quiet  hour  de¬ 
voted  to  Harper’s).  No  doubt,  she  will  do  this 
well,  as  she  does  everything  else,  however,  her 
most  intimate  friends  hint  of  an  interruption  in 
these  carefully-laid  plans.  We  wonder  what  it 
can  be? 
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HELEN  CLAIRE  BRUTON 
Columbia,  S.  C. 
Bachelor  of  Art 


“Still  to  reveal  her  artful  wiles 
She  stole  the  Grace's  silken  smiles .” 


The  class  of  ’21  is  lucky  to  have  a  girl  like 
Helen  to  graduate  in  it.  Her  college  career 
embodies  the  spirit  which  we  call  "nothing  sec¬ 
ond  best”.  She  has  conclusively  proven  her  abil¬ 
ity  as  a  musician,  and  also  on  the  athletic  field, 
for  she  is  numbered  among  the  members  of  the 
“winsome  varsity”.  She  converses  fluently  upon 
matrimonial  adventures,  and  we  hope  that  she 
will  not  be  as  late  for  her  wedding  as  she  is 
for  her  eight-forty  classes.  Her  happy  dispo¬ 
sition  and  perseverance  will  undoubtedly  make 
her  a  success  in  the  world  and  an  example  to 
which  we  may  point  and  safely  feel  that  the 
ideals  of  the  campus  are  being  put  into  prac¬ 
tice  there. 


Kratian  Literary  Society  ’20-’21,  Athletic  Associa¬ 
tion  ’19-’20,  ’20-’21,  Glee’ Club  ’20-’21,  Class  Basket 
Ball  Team  ’18-’19,  ’19-’20,  ,20-,21 ,  Varsity  Basket  Ball 
T8-’19,  ’19-’20,  ’20-’21,  Tennis  Club  ’20-’21,  President 
Dramatic  Society  Asst.  House  President  Alum¬ 

nae  Hall  ’19-’20,  Class  Poet  ’20-’21,  Local  Editor  "Nods 
and  Becks.” 


Unitor  (Class 
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MARGUERITE  BROOKS  FOGLE 
Cameron,  S.  C. 

Bachel  or  of  Arts 

“ Here's  a  girl  with  a  heart  and  a  smile, 

That  makes  this  bubble  of  life  worth  while.” 

You  wouldn’t  call  our  gay  little  Marguerite 
a  flirt,  altho  her  classmates  seem  to  think  she  is. 
It’s  just  that  her  attractiveness,  and  striking 
personality  win  all  who  know  her.  She  has 
many  friends  in  college,  and  *he  class  of  ’21 
could  have  never  existed  without  her. — The  an¬ 
nual,  The  Magazine,  and  even  “Gym”  had  a 
special  task  for  this  original  sprite.  She  is  ever 
true  through  thick  and  thin  to  her  host  of 
friends,  and  especially  to  her  otner-self — Mary! 
"Mac”  is  certainly  a  wonderful  girl  in  our  es¬ 
timation  to  he  able  to  keep  her  many  love 
affairs  straight,  write  as  many  letters  as  she 
does,  be  foremost  in  every  conversation,  and  on 
top  of  it  all  “argue”  as  she  does  in  Ethics. 

Marguerite,  with  such  sterling  qualities  as 
you  have,  and  the  ability  to  do  things  in  the 
original  and  delightful  way  that  you  have 
written  the  Class  History,  we  predict  for  you  a 
verv  successful  future,  and  one  that  we  know- 
will  be  full  of  happiness. 


Y.  W.  C.  A.,  Palladian  Society,  Athletic  Associa¬ 
tion,  Marshal  of  the  Palladian  Society  ’  1 8 1 9,  Pro¬ 
gram  Committee  ’18-’19,  Vice-President  Palladian  So¬ 
ciety  ’19-’20,  Local  and  Joke  Editor  of  Hampton 
Chronicle  ’19-’20,  Historian  of  the  Senior  Class  ’20-’21, 
Assistant  Editor-in-Chief  of  the  Annual  ’20-’21,  Busi¬ 
ness  Manager  of  the  Hampton  Chronicle  20-’21,  Mem¬ 
bership  Committee  Y.  W.  C.  A.  ’20-’21,  Cheer  Leader 
T9-’20  and  ’20-’21. 
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MARY  SUMMERS  HAIGLER 
Cameron,  S.  C. 

Bachelor  of  Arts 

“I'll  be  merry,  I'll  be  free, 

I’ll  be  sad  for  nobody.’’ 

Original,  that’s  Mary!  Even  in  the  way  she 
sends  the  ball  from  one  end  of  the  court  to  the 
other.  The  class  of  ’21  is  indeed  proud  of  this 
wonderful  athlete.  Mary’s  attractiveness  and 
winning  personality  have  won  for  her  many 
friends.  We  are  never  blue  when  Mary  is  in 
the  bunch,  for  she  sees  the  humorous  side  of 
every  occurence.  She  is  in  reality  the  “Sun¬ 
shine”  of  the  class.  Marguerite  and  Mary  faith¬ 
fully  trudging  to  French  class  is  a  picture  that 
the  ’21s  will  never  forget.  Here’s  our  wish  for 
you  ole  pal,  may  your  future  years  be  as  suc¬ 
cessful  and  as  happy  as  the  ones  spent  at 
Chicora. 


Y.  W.  C.  A.:  Athletic  Association; 
rary  Society.  Basket .  ball  class  tearr 
’19-’20,  ’20-’21 ;  Captain  of  basket  ba 
’19-’20,  ’20-’21.;  Varsity  basket  ball  te 
’20,  ’20-’21 ;  Chief  Marshall  of  Pallad 
ciety  ’  17-’  18;  Treasurer  of  Class  ’18 
Secretary  of  Society  ’19-’20;  Program 
’20;  Treasurer  of  Class  ’19-’20;  Secret; 
’21  ;  Joke  Editor  of  M.  Staff  ’20-’21 ; 
of  Annual  ’20-'21  ;  Treasurer  of  Societ 
ber  of  Tennis  Team  ’20-’2t. 
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ANNIE  RANDOLPH  HOLMES  HARRISON 
B.  Mus. 

Johnston,  S.  C. 

“If  I  am  your  friend,  there  is  nothing  too 
much  for  me  to  do 

When  Annie  Holmes  once  decides  to  do  any¬ 
thing,  she  does  it  regardless  of  any  difficulties. 
In  her  Freshman  year  she,  with  many  others, 
had  piano  recitals  as  their  goals.  However,  all 
except  Annie  have  fallen  by  the  wayside  or  de¬ 
cided  on  other  courses.  We  are  justly  proud  of 
Annie  Holmes  and  her  musicianship  which  came 
into  light  more  than  ever  in  her  recital.  As  a 
friend,  Annie  Holmes  is  true  and  sincere  as 
one  can  find.  Her  cheerful  smile  and  amiable 
disposition  have  won  her  many  friends  who  are 
assured  of  her  future  success. 


Kratian  Literary  Society,  Y.  W.  C.  A.,  Athletic  As¬ 
sociation,  Chief  Marshal  of  Kratian  Society  ’17-'l8, 
Music  Critic  ’20-’21,  Vice-President  of  Kratian  Society, 
second  term  ’20-’2t,  Manager  of  Class  Basket  Ball 
Team  ’19-’20,  Vice-President  of  Class  ’18-’19. 
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LALLA  LEE  LUCIUS 
Elliots,  S.  C. 

Bachelor  of  Arts 

“Of  beauty  and  charm  she's  plenty  you  see, 

But  'twas  her  pep  that  conquered  me." 

“She  came,  she  saw,  she  conquered,’’  No  truer 
words  than  these  could  be  uttered  of  Lalla  Lee, 
who  since  she  first  entered  old  Chicora  has 
won  the  heart  of  us  all.  She  is  a  girl  of  great 
charm  and  decision  and  has  always  been  most 
active  in  all  things  of  interest  to  the  College 
whether  social  or  business.  She  has  one  great 
fault,  however,  and  that  is  her  fickle  nature  for 
since  she  first  came  to  us  a  wee  little  fresh¬ 
man  (in  intellect  only)  she  has  left  a  string 
of  broken  hearts  in  her  path,  especially  at  Caro¬ 
lina  but  we  have  hopes  of  her  improving  since 
the  lectures  Dr.  Byrd  has  given  in  Bible  and 
Ethics. 


Kratian  Literary  Society,  V.  W.  C.  A.,  Athletic  As¬ 
sociation,  Manager  Class  Basket  Ball  Team  ’18-’19, 
Marshal  Kratian  Literary  Society  ’18-’19,  Literary 
Critic  of  Kratian  Literary  Society  ’19-’20,  Class  Bas¬ 
ket  Ball  Team  ’19-’20,  House  President  McClintock 
Hall,  first  term  ’20-’21,  Cheer  Leader  ’20-’21,  Chair¬ 
man  Program  Committee  Kratian  Literary  Society  '20- 
’21,  Secretary  Kratian  Literary  Society,  first  term  ’20- 
’21,  President  Kratian  Literary  Society,  second  term 
’20-’21,  Literary  Editor  of  Hampton  Chronicle  ’20-’21, 
Program  Committee  V.  W.  C.  A.  '20-’21,  Business 
Manager  of  “Nods  and  Becks.” 
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Y.  W.  C.  A.,  Athletic  Association,  Kratian  Literary 
Society,  19-20,  ’20-’21,  Literary  Editor  Hampton 

Chronicle  ’19-’20,  ’20-’21,  Class  Tennis  Team  ’19-’20, 
Class  Basket  Ball  Team  ’  1 9-’20,  ’20-’21,  Varsity  Bas¬ 
ket  Ball  Team  ’20-’21,  Tennis  Team  ’20-’21,  Literary 
Critic  Kratian  Society  ’20-’21,  Assistant  Literary  Ed¬ 
itor  Annual  ’20-’21,  Class  Prophet  ’20-’21. 


ELIZA  GLADDEN  LAKES 
Lykesland,  S.  C. 
Bachelor  of  Arts 


Eliza  came  to  us  in  our  Junior  year,  and  we 
have  often  wondered  how  we  did  without  her 
those  first  two  years.  She  has  won  many  friends 
by  her  congenial  and  lovable  disposition. 
“Jinx”  is  not  only  a  valuable  addition  to  the 
class  of  ’21,  but  to  the  college  as  a  whole.  She 
is  brilliant  in  her  studies,  a  good  athlete  and 
a  never  failing  sport.  Eliza,  we  feel  that  you 
are  an  essential  part  of  our  class,  and  that  we 
could  have  never  been  as  successful  if  it  had 
not  been  for  your  earnest  efforts  and  interest 
in  every  undertaking. 

Here's  luck  to  you,  old  classmate.  May  your 
w’eek-end  visits  ever  mean  as  much  to  you  as 
they  have  these  last  two  years.  We  predict  for 
you  great  success  in  whatever  you  undertake. 


§*fittnr  (Clasfl 
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KATHLEEN  NANCY  McCASKILL 

Bethune,  S.  C. 

Bachelor  of  Arts 

“The  girl  who  wins  is  the  girl  who  works , 
The  girl  who  toils  while  the  next  one  shirks” 

“Little  Kat”  even  though  one  of  the  smallest 
in  our  class  has  proven  to  be  one  of  the  big¬ 
gest  in  literary  respects.  In  the  beginning  of 
her  senior  year  she  was  asked  by  several  new 
girls,  ‘‘Aren’t  you  in  the  Academy”.  In  a  very 
short  time  they  realized  their  terrible  mistake. 
When  “Kat”  begun  making  announcements 
about  “Nods  and  Becks”  each  was  silent,  for 
the  business  like  way  in  which  she  undertook 
the  work  showed  that  something  was  going  to 
be  accomplished.  Her  work  has  been  faithfully 
and  well  /done.  The  seni  us  sh  ?"td  their 
judgment  iwhen  they  elected  ber  Editor-in- 
Chief  of  “Nods  and  Becks”.  Even  with  her 
other  work  “Kat"  never  neglected  her  studies. 
AH  during  her  College  Career  she  has  been  a 
good  and  conscientious  student.  All  of  her 
studies  have  been  a  pleasure  to  her  especially 
“math”  during  her  senior  year!  It  is  hard  to 
tell  Kat’s  highest  ambition,  whether  English 
professor  or  — .  Yet  we  are  confident  that  what 
she  does  will  be  met  with  success. 


Y.  W.  C.  A.,  Palladian  Literary  Society,  Athletic 
Association,  Member  of  Missionary  Committee  ’17-’18, 
’  1 8 1 9,  ’19-’20,  Literary  Editor  Hampton  Chronicle 
’19-’20,  Vice-president  of  Class  ’19-’20,  ’20-’21,  His¬ 
torian  of  Palladian  Society,  first  term,  ’19-’20,  Chair¬ 
man  of  Missionary  Committee,  Y.  W.  C.  A.  ’20-’21, 
Exchange  Editor  Hampton  Chronicle  ’20-’21,  Presi¬ 
dent  of  Palladian  Literary  Society,  second  term,  ’20-’21, 
Sub  Class  Basket  ball  team  ’20-’21,  Editor-in-Chief 
Nods  and  Becks  ’20-’21. 
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^  .  W.  C.  A.,  Palladian  Society,  Athletic  Association, 
Treasurer  of  Palladian  Literary  Society,  last  term 
’19-’20,  Class  basket  ball  team  ’19-’20,  '20-21,  Alumnae 
Editor  of  I  he  Hampton  Chronicle  f20-'21,  Recording 
Secretary  of  Palladian  Society  last  term  '20-'21, 


Mentor  (Danis 

MARTHA  GERTRUDE  O'BRYAN 
Greeleyville,  S.  C. 

Bachelor  of  Arts. 

‘‘Softly  speaks  and  sweetly  smiles." 

Quite  a  charming  little  maiden  is  Gertrude, 
and  the  best  kind  of  a  friend.  She  came  to  us 
in  her  Freshman  year,  and  has  made  many 
friends  during  her  college  career. 

Gertrude  has  been  a  hard  student  at  Chicora; 
but  she  has  been  rewarded  for  her  hard  work 
by  making  several  “E’s”  on  her  Senior  exams. 
She  possesses  a  spirit  of  unselfishness  and  help¬ 
fulness  which  we  all  envy.  She  extends  her 
friendship  to  all,  and  there  is  not  a  more  loyal 
and  capable  girl  in  our  school  than  Gertrude. 
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MARGARET  ELIZABETH  PHILPOT 

Columbia,  S.  C. 

Bachelor  of  Arts 

“ The  truest  friend  is  she, 

The  kindliest  lass  in  doing  courtesy  ” 

Margaret  is  just  as  modest  and  unselfish  as 
any  girl  can  be.  No  matter  how  tired  or  busy 
she  may  be  she  will  stop  anything  to  help  any¬ 
one.  She  studies  hard  and  is  very  conscien¬ 
tious  about  whatever  she  undertakes.  Thru  her 
high  endeavors  she  is  able  to  impress  favorably 
the  most  fault  finding. 

During  the  past  two  years  she  has  been 
deeply  interested  in  History  and  it  is  funny  but 
Texas  seems  to  mean  the  whole  worul  to  her! 
Taking  her  all  in  all,  and  you  will  get  a  good 
deal  if  you  do,  she  has  been  a  worthy  contri¬ 
bution  to  the  Class  of  ’21. 


Member  of  Palladian  Literary  Society  ’20-’21.  Ath¬ 
letic  Association  ^O-^l. 
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Palladian  Literary  Society,  Y.  W.  C.  A., 
Association,  Sub-Marshal  Palladian  Literary 
’  1 7-’  1 8,  House  President  McCIintock  ’20-’21 
term,  Manager  of  Senior  Basket  Ball  Team 
Vice-president  of  Palladian  Literary  Society 
second  term. 


Athletic 

Society 

second 

’20-’21, 
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IVA  CLARICE  SIMPSON 
Chester  S,  C. 

Bachelor  of  Arts. 

“Here  is  a  maid  with  flaxen  hair, 

With  mien  and  manner  sweet  and  fair ; 

And  underneath  this  crown  of  gold, 

And  quiet  face,  all  hearts  she'll  hold ” 

It  has  often  been  said  that  "th  most  precious 
things  are  tied  up  in  small  bundles”  which  is 
certainly  true  in  the  case  of  Iva.  By  her 
bright  sunny  face  and  her  cheerful  little  song, 
she  has  won  a  place  in  the  hearts  of  all.  She 
has  been  with  us  four  years  and  though  she 
has  not  grown  much  in  statue  she  has  grown 
in  favor  with  every  one. 


Palladian  Literary  Society,  Athletic  Association,  Y. 
W.  C.  A.  Program  Committee  1920-’21,  Glee  Club 
1918-’19,  1919-’20,  1920-,21. 
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GRACE  MARJORIE  SUMMER 
Newberry,  S.  C. 

Bachelor  of  An-.. 

“Happy  am  /,  from  care  I’m  free, 

IV hy  area  t  they  all  contented  like  me.’’ 

Grace  came  to  Chicora  one  year  before  we 
came.  In  ’20  she  received  a  certificate  in  Bible 
and  English  but  thru  her  ambitious  nature 
she  was  lured  back  and  has  completed  the 
requirements  for  a  Bachelor  of  Arts  Degree.  She 
has  been  quite  interested  in  art  throughout  her 
College  career,  but  those  dreamy  black  eyes 
make  us  wonder  just  why  she  has  been  so 
anxious  to  complete  a  set  of  hand  painted  china 
this  year.  Yes,  she  is  gentle,  she  is  shy  and 
there  is  a  world  of  meaning  in  her  eye.  All  of 
Little  Summer’s  classmates  can  testify  that 
the  most  tender  spot  in  her  heart  is  reserved  for 
Wingfield's,  and  seldom  does  a  day  pass  that 
this  trim  little  figure  is  not  seen  going  to  town. 
Everyone  that  knows  Grace  envies  her  of  her 
sunny  disposition  and  notices  that  her  chief 
characteristics  are  sincerity  and  fidelity. 


Kratian  Literary  Society,  Y.  W.  C.  A.,  Treasurer, 
second  term,  Kratian  Society  ’18-’19,  Athletic  Asso¬ 
ciation,  Fine  Arts  Editor  Hampton  Chronicle  '  1 9-’20, 
’20-’21,  Art  Editor  “Nods  and  Becks”  ’20-'21 
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SARAH  ELIZABETH  WILSON 
Lancaster,  S.  C. 

"Her  words  are  bonds,  her  oaths  are  oracles 
Her  love  sincere,  her  thoughts  immaculate  ” 

"Sadie  is  CHUNK  (y),  hut  every  pound  of 
her  is  business.  Besides  being  full  of  fun  she 
is  successful  in  her  work;  she  knows  the  art  of 
making  friends  for  she  is  the  most  popular 
girl  in  the  class.  Although  she  is  considered 
an  expert  at  managing  Chicago  mail,  she  is 
equally  capable  of  managing  our  varsity.  In 
magazine  work  she  can  do  more  in  an  hour 
than  the  rest  of  us  can  do  all  day,  and  it  is 
no  wonder  that  she  has  made  such  a  success. 
"Sadie”  says  that  she  is  going  to  do  social 
work,  and  if  she  is  not  persuaded  through  the 
Chicago  mail  to  do  otherwise,  we  predict  for 
her  a  brilliant  career. 


V.  W.  C.  A.,  Athletic  Association,  Kratian  Literary 
Society,  Program  Committee  Y.  W.  C.  A.  ’19-’20, 
Chairman  Religious  Meeting  Committee  Y.  W.  C.  A. 
’20-’21,  Program  Committee  Kratian  Society  second 
term  ’18-’19,  Vice  President  Kratian  Society  second 
term  ’19-’20,  President  Kratian  Society  first  term  ’20- 
’21,  Society  Editor  Hampton  Chronicle  ’19-’20,  Editor- 
in-chief  Hampton  Chronicle  ’20-’21,  Literary  Editor 
"Nods  and  Becks"  ’20-’21,  Senior  Class  Representative 
to  Student  Council  ’20-’21,  Manager  Varsity  Basket¬ 
ball  Team  ’20-’21. 


(£lasn 
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MAUD  WATTS  WOOTEN 

//  I  am  your  friend  there  is  nothing  too  much 
for  me  to  do." 

Maud  is  a  conscientious  student  and,  when 
you  know  her,  a  delightful  companion.  Parle- 
t-elle  Francais?  I’ll  say  she  does  and  most  of 
us  only  wish  we  could  do  half  as  well,  es¬ 
pecially  when  called  upon  in  class.  She  is 
always  as  happy  and  gay  as  a  lark,  and  brings 
sunshine  where  ever  she  goes.  A  very  few  of  us 
know  how  Maud  can  sing  as  she  is  very  bash¬ 
ful.  She  made  a  great  mistake  in  waiting  until 
her  senior  year  to  begin  voice.  Just  think  what 
it  might  have  become  had  she  given  it  four 
years  of  training  under  Mrs.  Bellaman !  Maud 
says  she  is  going  to  take  a  business  course  next 
year  but  we  are  afraid  that  she  is  almost  too 
interested  in  a  little  blue  racer  to  do  much 
along  that  line. 


Palladia!!  Literary  Society,  Y.  W.  C.  A.;  Athletic 
Association;  Class  tennis  team  ’19-’20. 
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KATE  ELIZABETH  YARBROUGH 
Bethune,  S.  C. 

Bachelor  of  Arts. 

u Sympathy  is  the  (/olden  key  that  unlocks  the 
heart  of  others ." 

Yes,  verily  Kate  steps  forth  for  our  inspec¬ 
tion.  In  her,  Chicora  finds  one  of  her  most 
loyal  students.  She  has  been  with  us  for  four 
years  and  in  those  years  we  have  truly  learned 
to  love  her.  In  her  Junior  year  she  was  fa¬ 
mous  as  a  secretary,  being  secretary  of  her  class, 
secretary  of  Y.  W.  C.  A.,  and  secretary  of  S. 
C.  A  In  her  senior  year  she  rose  to  the  position 
of  President  of  S  C.  A.,  and  all  who  have  had 
to  confess  their  wrong  doings  to  her,  find  a  true 
and  sympathizing  friend  and  one  who  has  the 
rare  gift  of  rebuking  in  a  quiet  and  easy  man¬ 
ner.  Kate  has  also  been  an  earnest  worker  in 
Y.  W.  C.  A.,  and  has  acquired  the  art  of 
speaking  in  public  whenever  she  is  called  upon. 
How  could  a  girl  with  so  sincere  and  accom¬ 
modating  manner  as  Kate  has,  escape  a  wide 
circle  of  friends?  May  you  be  loved  and  ad¬ 
mired  in  future  years  as  much  as  you  have  been 
at  Chicora,  is  our  greatest  wish  for  you,  Kate! 


Y.  W.  C.  A.,  Palladian  Literary  Society,  Athletic 
Association,  Membership  Committee  Y.  W.  C.  A. 
’17-’18,  Sophomore  Representative  of  S.  C.  A.,  Treas¬ 
urer  of  Palladian  Society,  second  term,  ’18-’19,  Secre¬ 
tary  Y.  W.  C.  A.,  Secretary  S.  C.  A,  Secretary  Class 
’19-’20,  President  Palladian  Literary  Society,  first  term, 
Vice-President  Y  W.  C.  A.,  Literary  Editor  Hampton 
Chronicle,  Chairman  of  Membership  Committee  '20- 
’21,  President  of  S.  C.  A.  ’20-’21. 
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LILLIAN  KATHRINE  SCURRY 
Chappells,  S.  C. 

Bachel  or  of  Science 

lit  stature  tall ,  but  every  whit  a  woman 
withal” 

“Lill"  is  one  of  the  happy-go-lucky  sort  of 
girls,  but  declares  that  she  never  had  anything 
but  hard  luck.  “Lill”  is  a  good  old  sport  and 
will  indulge  in  mischief  as  far  as  possible  not 
to  receive  punishment.  Her  cheerful  smile, 
dreamy  eyes,  curly  locks  and  amiable  disposi¬ 
tion  have  always  won  to  her  the  hearts  of 
others.  “Lill’s”  motto  is  "Avoid  anything  that 
will  conflict  with  pleasure.” 


Orator  (ElaHH 

ARLIA  CORINNE  McCLEMORE 
Vidalia,  Ga. 

Bachelor  of  Science 
"Speech  is  great,  hut  silence  is  greater.” 

Arlia  hails  from  Georgia  and  all  the  quali¬ 
ties  of  a  thorough  bred  Georgia  cracker  has 
she;  modest,  dignified,  independent  and  like 
the  peaches  that  grow  there,  rosy,  pretty  and 
just  as  good  as  can  be. 


^prrial 

LIZZIE  WELLS  THOMPSON 
Cleveland,  N.  C. 
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OW,  a  very  learned  man  has  said,  “He  who  cannot  find  the  way 
to  his  ideal  lives  more  frivously  and  shamelessly  than  the  man 
without  an  ideal.”  In  hig'h  school  days  forty-five  girls  chose 
as  their  ideal  college  life  and  came  to  Chicora  in  1917. 

On  arriving  at  college  that  bright  sunny  day  in  September 
there  were  few  of  us  fresh  young  prodigies  who  knew  the  ways 
and  wiles  of  college  life,  and  it  was  not  until  classification  day 
that  we  realized  the  seriousness  of  the  ideal  before  us,  for  very 
soon  we  were  dicussing  the  difference  between  zoology  and 
biology  and  learned  that  there  were  a  great  many  “oligies”  that  we  hadn’t 
even  heard  about. 

It  was  not  long  after  we  had  settled  down  to  rules  and  regulations  that 
we  were  looking  over  our  number  and  there  found : 

A  charming  maid  called  Sara 
Of  feministic  style, 

Whom  we  did  choose  to  rule  our  class. 

In  a  very  little  while. 

A  knowing  look  she  then  assumed, 

Which  she  has  kept  these  four  years  through. 

The  other  classes  very  soon  knew 

What  these  “rats”  were  going  to  do. 

Thus  we  began  our  conquest,  and  were  not  as  green  as  you  might  imag¬ 
ine,  although  our  Mary  was  seen  often  to  blush  (an  art  which  she  still  knows), 
and  dear  little  Antoinette,  even  with  the  help  of  her  “big  sis”  had  a  time 
keeping  her  ribbons  on  straight,  and  if  you  will  believe  it,  Marguerite  would 
do  without  a  buscuit  before  she  would  ask  for  one.  Before  many  months 
we  found  also  that  it  was  “quite  the  thing”  at  Chicora  not  to  let  your  studies 
interfere  with  your  education,  so  we  had  often  urgent  needs  for  going  up 
street  “for  a  few  hours  of  gaiety”  and  it  became  a  lasting  rule  of  the  class 
to  be  present  at  every  Saturday  night  reception  for  the  soldiers.  Then 
indeed  the  upper  classmen  found  that  we  had  caught  on  to  the  “vogue” 
and  would  have  to  be  reckoned  with.  We  even  arranged  our  hair  in  that 
straight  slick-back  style,  which  was  the  fad  in  T7-’18.  Gertrude  and  Mar¬ 
guerite,  it  was  thought,  by  some,  would  surely  follow  the  profession  of 
hair-dressing  the  rest  of  their  lives. 

At  the  beginning  of  the  new  year,  1918,  we  proved  our  ability  decisively, 
We  were  there  with  the  goods  on  the  athletic  field 
Mary,  Sara  and  Helen,  too — 

In  class  on  each  subject  we  surely  could  speel, 

Lalla  amazed  us  with  what  she  knew. 

In  getting  permissions  we  had  a  good  line, 

Just  ask  Hazel  Greene,  that  dainty  young  miss. 

And  we  grew  in  favor  with  each  upper  class — 

Kathleen  and  her  “crush”  give  example  of  this. 

With  the  Juniors,  the  Sophs,  and  the  Seniors  all  here 
Each  with  a  wise  and  knowing  look 
Still  the  Fresh  got  a  “nod”  from  each  soldier  dear, 

(Though  this  proved  a  “knot”  for  Elise  Hook). 
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In  the  fall  of  1918,  the  class  of  ’21  cut  its  second  teeth  and  every  one  was 
a  wisdom  tooth !  This  was  the  time  that  we  let  fall  upon  the  world  our 
great  amount  of  superfluous  knowledge,  and  that  Lalla  Lee  went  around 
saying  to  the  new  girls,  “I’m  a  Sophomore,  do  you  need  any  help?”  (The 
new  girls  thought  the  magic  name  Sophomore  must  certainly  represent  “the 
chosen  few”).  There  never  had  been  in  th  history  of  the  world  such  a  know¬ 
ing  band  as  this,  who  were  but  infants  the  year  before.  I  know  you  have 
all  heard  the  old  song  “You  can  tell  a  Sophomore,  but  you  can’t  tell  her 
much!”  and  certainly  this  was  true  when  Dr.  Bellamann  tried  to  convince  Joe 
that  her  hair  was  pink!  and  there  were  others  so  puffed  up  in  their  own 
conceits,  that  they  applied  for  membership  in  chorus.  Sara,  Iva,  Annie 
Holmes,  and  “Sadie”  Wilson  succeeded,  though  we  can’t  vouch  for  their 
being  able  to  carry  a  tune,  even  Mrs.  Bellamann  found  that  they  could  be 
“heard  from.” 

Along  in  November,  we  found  that  we  were  not  getting  the  amount  of 
attention  that  had  heretofore  been  ours.  The  explanation  was  that  a  greater 
epidemic  than  Sophomores  had  befallen  the  college. 

’Twas  a  grave  and  awful  thing 

When  the  flu  began  to  spread. 

It  scared  us  most  to  death 

And  filled  us  all  with  dread. 

But  when  they  let  us  go 

Back  to  our  homes  so  dear, 

Each  girl  was  filled  with  joy 
And  had  no  thought  of  fear. 

(much  to  J.  Boozer’s  dissatisfaction,  for  she  began  her  studious  habits  early). 

After  several  weeks  we  had  settled  down  to  the  usual  life,  and  it  was 
not  until  final  exams  were  over,  and  we  had  seen  our  marks  on  English  and 
Bible,  that  we  realized  that  “all”  knowledge  was  not  ours.  We  left  for  the 
summer  vacation  knowing  that  when  we  came  back  Juniors  there  would 
still  be  much  left  in  the  store-house  of  knowledge  for  us  to  learn. 

Now,  in  this  our  Junior  year,  we,  the  ’21s  dreamed  ever  of  our  reward. 
Discarding  haughty  looks,  and  the  overflow  of  knowledge  that  had  once  been 
ours,  we  accordingly  set  up  as  co-ideals  sense  and  frivolity,  and  worshipped 
at  the  shrine  of  this  two-faced  goddess.  Thus  we  decided  that  woman’s  head 
can  have  two  separate  sides,  one  which  was  never  neglected  by  the  ever- 
thrilled  Juniors,  that  of  taking  “Junior  privileges”  (especially  by  Maggie, 
Lillian  and  E.  Shaw).  Nor  could  we  ever  exactly  account  for  Eliza’s  many 
week-end  visits  home.  These  must  certainly  have  been  special  privileges 
also.  Then  the  other  more  serious  side  was  also  in  evidence  at  times, 
especially  on  Philosophy  days,  when  you  could  hear  us  with  one  accord 
say,  “Them’s  my  sentiments.” 

I  can  sit  thru  Miss  Patrick’s  French  classes, 

Thru  both  History  and  Math  lessons  too, 

I  can  live  through  the  long  English  thesis 
That  Dr.  Moore  quite  insists  that  I  do, 

I  can  get  lot  of  good  Latin  knowledge 
For  the  teacher’s  our  dear  Miss  Guy; 

But  when  anyone  says,  “Pedagogy” 

I  feel  that  I  just  want  to  die. 
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(for  any  help  on  this  subject  ask  “Sadie”  to  lend  you  some  of  her  much  used 
carbon  paper). 

But  not  even  outlines  or  the  labor  of  .carrying;  seven  subjects,  which 
we  often  heard  Strobie  lament,  or  the  dreaded  “flu”  that  kept  Margaret 
away  from  her  dearly  loved  piano  lessons,  could  dampen  the  “jolly”  spirits 
of  these  Juniors.  Very  soon  the  words  “Junior-Senior”  were  heard  all  over 
the  campus,  and  it  was  not  long  before  everyone  knew  that  a  really  great 
event  was  going  to  be  staged.  A  real  banquet  at  the  Jefferson  was  a  small 
tribute  to  the  well-deserving  Seniors  of  1920.  Then  came  the  eventful  night, 
April  16,  1920,  a  red  letter  date  in  every  ’20-’21’s  life!  We  shall  never  forget 
the  dreadful  time  Lalla  Lee  had  learning  to  sit  down  in  her  hoop-skirt,  and 
what  an  excruciating  agony  Josephine  went  through  getting  her  hair  curled 
for  the  “big  event.” 

Then  the  real  hour  arrived,  and  there  never  have  been  happier  girls 
than  these  when  they  reached  the  Jefferson.  Music,  laughter  and  delicious 
odors  filled  the  air.  Too  soon,  as  always,  came  the  time  for  departure,  but 
with  beaming  faces  we  received  the  grand  news  that  our  escorts  might  see 
us  home.  Now,  if  ever,  we  envied  Scurry,  her  slow  and  easy  way  of  taking 
life,  and  also  Mattie  Sligh,  in  that  long  and  glorious  ride  to  Shandon.  Why 
hadn’t  plans  for  New  Chicora  been  thought  of  long  before  this.  Every  head 
was  set  on  the  task  of  finding  the  longest  way  home,  for  the  time  that  it  takes 
to  get  from  the  Jefferson,  to  our  own  front  porch  is  as  nothing.  Soon,  in 
spite  of  all  our  wiles,  we  were  left  with  only  withered  flowers  and  delightful 
memories  to  carry  with  us  in  the  years  to  come. 

After  the  Jnuior-Senior  banquet  we  had  thoughts  of  Commencement 
which  kept  us  “jolly”  thru  the  long  weeks  of  study.  When  the  time  really 
came,  and,  when  on  Class  Day,  we  were  given  our  caps  and  gowns,  and 
heard  voices  all  around  us  singing,  “safe  now  in  the  Senior  Class,”  it  was 
with  great  joy,  and  a  pang  of  sadness  in  our  hearts  that  we  put  on  the 
insignia  of  our  achievement.  We  went  home  with  the  feeling  of  a  great 
responsibility. 

The  months  flew  swiftly  by,  and  in  reality  we  were  back  at  Chicora 
Seniors.  Could  it  be  possible  for  our  little  “Kat”  to  be  dignified  and  for 
Mattie  Sligh  to  be  a  Senior  with  her  “babyish  ways?”  The  first  few  weeks 
in  September  were  filled  with  days  and  days  of  classification,  and  it  seemed 
to  Mary  and  Marguerite  that  they  would  never  get  their  French  straight, 
and  Sara  was  often  seen  ringing  her  hands,  as  we  thought,  (though  actually 
she  was  stretching  her  fingers  for  that  dreaded  piano  recital). 

Then  after  our  classes  were  all  straight,  came  the  first  day  of  Bible  and 
Ethics.  Maude  and  Arlia  practiced  for  hours  beforehand  how  to  sit,  so  as 
to  look  most  intellectual  and  dignified,  and  Mary  wondered  how  she  could 
keep  her  face  straight  for  two  whole  periods.  (She  soon  found  it  a  much 
harder  task  to  smile !)  Soon  we  were  used  to  these  things  and  began  taking 
advantage  of  our  long  dreamed  of  “privileges.”  We  are  sure  that  Sara 
and  “Sadie”  could  write  volumes  on  their  many  visits  to  town,  and  especially 
on  the  night  that  Mr.  Wilson  (?)  took  them  out.  Then  there  are  Lalla  Lee’s 
thrilling  accounts  of  Saturday  night  teas  that  would  interest  any  college 
girl.  But  when  it  came  to  that  privilege  of  having  a  date  one-half  hour 
longer  than  the  under-classmen  there  were  few  who  enjoyed  this!  Our 
very  studious  habits  interfering?)  But  judging  from  the  hours  that  Joseph¬ 
ine  spent  in  “primping”  for  hers  they  must  have  been  a  source  of  great 
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pleasure,  to  her,  at  least.)  If  there  was  ever  a  call  for  Grace  or  Carolyn 
they  could  be  found  searching  THE  STATE,  for  they  were  never  known 
to  let  a  picture  show  escape  their  observation. 

With  our  privileges  made  a  part  of  our  regular  life,  we  soon  set  about 
to  work  earnestly  with  our  studies,  the  magazine  and  the  annual,  when  lo, 
in  the  midst  of  our  strenuous  endeavor,  for  we  were  trying  to  make  a  good 
beginning  before  the  dreaded  exams,  should  storm,  in  on  us,  came  the 
“Greater  Chicora”  Campaign  !  These  were  the  days  that  our  hearts  swelled 
with  pride  for  our  Alma  Mater,  and  when  the  Campaign  was  heralded  a 
great  success,  we  felt  that  there  was  now  more  than  ever  a  real  task  for  the 
Seniors — that  of  building  the  foundation  of  the  Greater  College,  for  in  reality 
it  is  the  girls  that  make  the  College,  and  not  its  buildings.  We  shall  never 
forget  Iva  and  Sara’s  thrilling  accounts  of  the  Glee-Club  trips  to  the  Jeffer¬ 
son,  Ridgewood,  and  the  Camp.  Each  and  everyone  of  us  did  our  “bit”, 
and  we  were  certainly  “heard  from”  even  if  we  couldn’t  all  be  on  the  Glee 
Club. 

During  these  weeks  before  the  holidays  “gym”  did  much  to  make  the 
days  seem  shorter.  Many  were  the  smiles  over  Miss  Godbold's  witty  and 
original  remarks,  and  over  Iva’s  learning  to  keep  step,  and  “Sadie’s”  daily 
exercise  to  reduce  her  flesh.  We  had  won  all  the  games  of  basket  ball  in  the 
first  series  played.  We  looked  forward  with  interest  to  the  series  to  be 
played  after  the  holidays. 

Then  came  the  Christmas  holidays  with  examinations  almost  treading 
on  their  heels.  The  Seniors  were  never  seen  during  these  days.  They  were 
forever  studying,  and  we  fear  that  some  may  even  have  marred  their  beauty, 
for  you  have  never  heard  such  lamentations  as  when  they  began  posing  for 
pictures  for  the  Annual.  Eliza  and  Lalla  Lee  are  known  to  have  posed  five 
different  times  for  their  Senior  pictures,  nor  can  we  state  how  long  it  took 
Kate  to  get  exactly  right  for  hers. 

With  the  Annual  sent  to  press,  the  new  staffs  elected  for  magazines, 
and  music  week  over,  'Kathleen,  Sarah,  Sadie,  Iva  and  Annie  Holmes  were 
again  their  natural  selves,  and  the  dignified  ’21s  began  in  earnest  to  make  the 
best  of  the  last  two  months  in  college.  Neither  privileges  nor  studies  were 
neglected,  for  we  realized  that  now  our  days  as  college  girls  were  numbered. 

The  day  of  the  Junior-Senior  basket-ball  game,  when  we  won  the  cup 
which  Dr.  Bellamann  had  offered,  the  Junior-Senior  reception,  and  the  Car¬ 
nival  all  brought  a  few  hours  of  gladness  to  us,  but  only  too  soon  were  these 
over,  and  our  last  examinations  occupied  the  center  of  the  stage.  Never 
has  anyone  seen  so  much  cramming,  and  not  until  our  last  papers  were 
handed  in  did  we  feel  free  once  again.  Indeed,  “Stone  walls  do  not  a  prison 
make.”  Now  Helen  could  have  a  date  morning,  afternoon,  and  night,  and 
Sadie,  and  Marguerite  could  devote  hours  to  the  discussion  of  their  love 
affairs. 

The  day  of  commencement  arrived  and  with  it  the  realization  of  the 
depths  of  the  meaning  of  the  word  “good-bye.”  We  were  leaving  friends 
dear  to  us  for  four  long  years,  and  instructors  who  have  opened  up  the  great 
meanings  of  life  to  us.  We  leave  each  other  with  tear  stained  cheeks,  re¬ 
solving  within  ourselves  to  keep  up  our  friendships  to  the  end,  and  to  make 
our  lives  count  for  something  in  the  big  world  outside  college  walls,  that  our 
Alma  Mater,  the  “Greater  Chicora”  may  indeed  remember,  and  be  proud 
of  the  class  of  1921.  MARGUERITE  FOGLE,  Historian. 
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Prnphmi  of  thr  (Elass  of  2\ 

H  how  hot  and  dusty  it  was !  I  felt  as  if  I  had  been  on  the 
train  for  seven  months  instead  of  seven  days.  And  now  we 
were  due  in  Columbia  and  still  nearly  fifty  miles  away.  If  only 
there  were  someone  on  the  train  whom  I  knew !  But  who  was 
that  coming  down  the  aisle?  Could  it  be  Arlia  McLenore?  I 
at  first  did  not  quite  recognize  her  and  almost  let  her  pass  me 
by.  But,  “Oh  Arlia”,  I  cried,  “I’m  so  glad  to  see  you!  You 
are  going  to  the  reunion,  of  course.  I  wonder  if  all  the  girls 
will  be  there.  I  can  hardly  wait  to  get  the  Greater  Chicora  to 
see  everything  and  everybody.”  And  on  and  on  my  tongue- 
rattled.  Poor  Arlia  didn't  have  a  chance  to  get  a  word  in  edgewise.  Finally 
I  realized  what  I  had  been  doing.  “But  do  tell  me  what  has  happened  to 
you  these  ten  years — ten  years! — can  you  realize  it?  Since  we  left  dear  old 
Chicora.  It  seems  just  yesterday  when  we  were  having  such  a  happy,  busy 
time  at  College,  doesn’t  it?” 

Arlia,  it  seems,  had  been  “keeping”  school  in  Kentucky.  But  she  had 
been  persuaded  by  a  young  Kentuckian  that  “keeping”  house  was  more  to 
her  liking  and  so  she  was  on  her  honey  moon.  She  and  her  husband  had 
planned  their  trip  so  that  she  would  be  able  to  stop  over  in  Columbia  and 
attend  the  Reunion  Banquet  of  the  Class  of  21. 

“But  where  is  Lillian,  Arlia?  It  doesn’t  seem  natural  to  see  you  and  not 
know  that  she  is  some  where  near.” 

“Oh  she  is  teaching,  you  know,  but  she  expects  to  be  at  the  Reunion.” 

Arlia  soon  decided  she  had  been  away  from  her  husband  quite  long 
enough  so  she  left  me  to  my  thoughts  again.  I  was  more  eager  than  ever 
to  arrive  in  Columbia  and  see  the  rest  of  the  girls.  Just  then  the  Newsboy 
came  down  the  train,  “Columbia  Record,  Afternoon  Edition.”  I  bought  one 
and  turned  at  once  to  the  society  news.  What  was  this  I  saw?  “Entertain¬ 
ing  Classmates.”  This  of  course  attracted  my  attention  and  with  interest  I 
read:  “Mrs.  John  Quitman  Marshall  will  entertain  at  her  home  in  Wales 
Garden  tomorrow  afternoon  in  honor  of  the  class  of  ’21  of  Chicora  College 
for  Women.  Mrs.  Marshall  is  pleasantly  remembered  as  Miss  Helen  Bru¬ 
ton,  a  popular  member  of  that  class.” 

A  picture  next  claimed  my  attention — it  represented  none  other  than 
Lalla  Lee  Lucius.  Much  to  my  surprise  I  read — “Miss  Lucius,  the  first 
woman  Senator  from  South  Carolina  is  a  popular  guest  of  the  city,  having 
stopped  over  in  Columbia  to  attend  the  Reunion  Banquet  of  the  class  of  ’21 
at  Greater  Chicora.  She  is  on  her  way  to  Washington  where  she  will  begin 
her  political  career.” 

This  piece  of  news  rather  stunned  me  but  I  had  no  more  time  to  read 
the  paper.  The  conductor  called  “Next  stop  Columbia”  ‘and  I  was  busy- 
getting  my  luggage  together.  I  got  off  the  train  feeling  rather  queer.  It 
had  been  so  long  since  I  had  been  in  Columbia.  Since  my  graduation  I  had 
lived  out  W  est.  I  had  heard  of  the  growth  of  Columbia — and  had  had  es¬ 
pecially  glowing  accounts  of  the  beautiful  Greater  Chicora.  I  was  quite 
anxious  to  see  it  and  had  often  pictured  it  to  myself. 
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But  when  I  really  saw  it  my  fondest  dream  was  realized.  The  Gardens 
were  even  more  beautiful  than  those  of  “our"  C.  C.  F.  W.,  and  I  had  thought 
that  impossible.  It  was  evidently  playtime  for  the  girls  because  they  were 
all  walking  out  in  the  Gardens  or  lolling  around  on  the  grass,  reading. 

I  walked  upon  the  porch  to  ring  the  'bell  when  I  felt  arms  around  my 
neck  and  turning,  I  saw  Mary  Haigler  the  same  old  |Mary.  I  I  had  been 
writing  to  her  and  so  knew  to  some  extent  what  she  had  been  doing.  And 
what  do  you  suppose  it  was?  She  was  Athletic  instructor  of  the  Co-Eds  at 
Stetson  University.  I  was  not  surprised  when  I  'heard  that  she  had  fallen 
in  love — with  her  work  especially  when  I  remembered  her  great  interest  in 
Florida  during  her  senior  year. 

Mary  and  I  had  lots  to  talk  about  so  we  went  off  to  our  room  to  chat 
•and  rest  for  a  while.  I  was  too  excited  to  stay  still  very  long  tho  and  in¬ 
sisted  that  we  go  and  walk  about  the  grounds. 

“Where  are  all  the  girls  Mary?  Ah!  I  believe  I  see  some  one  I  know 
now,”  I  exclaimed,  and  I  did.  It  was  Iva  Simpson  and  Annie  Holmes 
Harrison.  They  too  had  been  taking  a  walk  it  seemed.  After  the  first 
greetings  were  over  questions  came  thick  and  fast. 

“Oh,  we’ve  been  having  such  a  good  time,”  Iva  said.  “You  know  Annie 
Holmes  and  I  have  been  teaching  at  the  same  school  in  Y’irginia.  She  taught 
Piano  and  I  voice.  It  was  the  funniest1  thing  when  each  found  that  the  other 
was  to  be  there !  We  had  no  idea  that  such  luck  would  be  ours.” 

“How  long  are  you  all  going  to  be  down  here?” 

“Oh,  just  till  tomorrow  night.  We  were  supposed  to  go  back  in  the 
morning,  but  after  we  heard  that  Helen  was  going  to  give  the  class  a  recep¬ 
tion  we  decided  that  we  just  had  to  stay  over  for  it.” 

“Come  on,  Iva.  we  must  go,  you  know  we  promised  to  meet  Kathleen  in 
ten  minutes,”  said  Annie  Holmes. 

“But  do  tell  me  about  Kathleen  before  you  go,”  I  begged.  I  haven’t 
seen  or  heard  a  word  from  her  in  years.” 

“Why  don’t  you  know?”  She’s  Professor  McCaskill,  Ph.  D.  She’s  been 
up  north  since  ’21  except  this  last  year.  Since  then  she’s  been  touring  the 
South.  She’s  written  lots  of  books.  I  haven’t  read  them,  I  knew  it  wouldn’t 
be  any  use !  They’re  too  deep  for  me.  And  Kate  you  know  is  Dean  of  a 
girls’  school  somewhere  up  North. 

“Imagine  IKathleen  writing  books.”  I  exclaimed  to  Mary  as  we  con¬ 
tinued  our  walk.  “And  Kate  Yarbrough  Dean  of  a  Girls’  school.  It  makes 
me  feel  right  funny  to  realize  that  we  really  have  been  out  of  school  ten 
years  and  that  there  has  been  time  for  so  much  to  happen.  But,  Mary,  is  it 
true  that  Josephine  Boozer  is  teaching  Bible  at  Sweetbrier  College?” 

“Yes,  she’s  been  teaching  ever  since  her  graduation.  I  heard  that  per¬ 
haps  she  was  going  to  China  as  a  foreign  missionary  but  don’t  know  whether 
she  has  decided  definitely  or  not.  Margaret  Philpot,  you  know,  is  married 
to  a  doctor  in  Texas.  She’s  been  living  down  there  trying  to  civilize 'those 
Texas  cow-boys  ever  since  a  year  after  she  finished  at  Chicora.  She’s  com¬ 
ing  up  to  the  Reunion,  I  think.  I  haven’t  heard  of  a  one  except  Mattie 
Sligh  Brooks  who  is  at  all  uncertain  about  coming.” 
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But  can  t  Mattie  Sligh  come?  What  is  the  matter?” 

Well,  you  know  she’s  with  the  Redpath  Chautauqua,  giving  readings 
and  she  Wrote  Kathleen  she  didn’t  know  whether  she  could  be  released  from 
her  engagement  long  enough  to  get  here  or  not.  I  think  she’ll  come  tho  you 
can  depend  on  Mattie  Sligh’s  getting  here  if  there  were  any  possible  Way.” 

I  was  so  interested  in  seeing  the  girls  and  hearing  about  them  I  had 
forgotten  how  late  it  was  so  Mary  and  I  had  to  hurry  considerably  with  our 
dressing  for  dinner  shades  'of  old  times !  As  we  walked  into  our  room 
some  one  rose  out  of  the  big  arm  chair  by  the  window.  It  was  Marguerite 
Fogle,  the  same  old  Marguerite.  Life  had  evidently  agreed  with  her.  She 
had  so  much  to  tell  me  about  her  husband  ’n  every  thing  that  we  could 
hardly  spare  the  time  to  get  dressed  for  the  Banquet.  I  think  the  most 
important  thing  she  told  me,  however,  was  that  she  still  insisted  upon  advo¬ 
cating  the  “Palmer”  system  'of  writing — especially  in  her  own  family.  I 
wonder  why. 

That  night  every  thing  was  joy,  laughter  and  fun.  Everybody  seemed 
to  be  trying  to  talk  at  the  same  time  and  eat  too,  for  the  class  of  ’21  had 
not  forgotten  how  to  do  that!  I  was  seated  between  Sarah  Wilson  and  Ger¬ 
trude  O'Bryan.  As  I  had  not  seen  either  since  we  left  old  Chicora,  I  listened 
eagerly  to  Sarah  s  experiences  as  a  social  welfare  worker  in  the  citv  of 
Chicago.  I  asked  her  teasingly  if  her  main  interest  in  that  particular  city 
was  centered  in  the  children  of  the  slums.  Sarah  blushed  but  insisted  she 
loved  her  work  and  felt  that  her  call  lay  in  that  great  city. 

Gertrude,  I  found,  was  a  lawyer.  After  she  had  finished  school  she  and 
Carolyn  Lawton  both  decided  to  take  a  Law  course  and  when  they  finished 
they  became  partners  and  began  to  practice  in  Charleston  under  the  firm 
name  of  Lawton  and  O’Bryan.  Gertrude  said  her  work  was  most  interest¬ 
ing  and  she  felt  that  more  women  of  our  state  should  take  up  that  particular 
field. 

Seeing  Maud  Wooten  across  the  table  reminded  me  to  ask  Gertrude 
what  she  had  been  doing.  She  had  a  most  successful  air. 

“She’s  gone  into  business”,  she  replied.  “She’s  president  of  one  of  the 
largest  insurance  companies  in  Sumter.  And  Elizabeth  Shaw,  you  know, 
is  in  charge  of  a  kindergarten  in  the  mill  section  of  Columbia.  Her  school 
has  grown  so  rapidly  that  she  has  to  have  several  assistants.” 

We  were  interrupted  just  then.  The  last  course  had  been  served  and 
Sara  Baggott  had  risen.  She  had  been  teaching  voice  at  Greater  Chicora 
since  her  graduation.  I  had  heard  that  she  intended  to  resign  at  the  end  of 
the  year  and  rumor  had  it  that  a  certain  lawyer,  a  graduate  of  Carolina,  had 
a  lot  to  do  with  the  case. 

Sara,  as  president  of  our  class,  gave  us  a  glad  welcome  to  Greater 
Chicora. 

“How  like  old  times  it  is”  she  said,  “to  be  having  a  ‘meeting’  of  our 
class.  And  how  proud  we  should  be  of  having  such  a  class.  It  was  famous 
in  olden  times  and  its  members  have  continued  to  keep  it  famous.  I  am 
proud  to  be  a  member  of  the  class  of  ’21,  and  feel  honored  to  have  once  been 
its  president.” 
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Everybody  began  to  cheer  and  applaud  madly  and  cries  of  “Hear! 
Hear!”  were  heard  all  around  the  table.  We  all  seemed  to  have  laid  aside 
that  dignity  that  the  years  had  brought  and  which  we  had  all  striven  so 
hard  to  acquire  when  we  were  seniors. 

“We  should  be  glad  to  hear  from  any  member  of  the  class”.  Several 
were  on  their  feet  at  the  same  time.  “Let’s  have  a  toast  to  the  Class  of  ’21,” 
some  one  cried,  and  it  was  drunk  amid  cheers.  “And  to  the  Senior  Basket¬ 
ball  team  too.  Don’t  forget  it.” 

The  banquet  had  broken  up  into  an  informal  reception  and  every  body 
was  laughing  and  talking  at  the  same  time.  The  chatter  and  laughter  con¬ 
tinued  into  the  wee  sma’  hours  for  we  never  seemed  to  lack  something-  to 
talk  about.  Finally  we  all  decided  we  just  had  to  leave,  for  we  knew  we 
were  disturbing  the  Greater  Chicora  girls  and  keeping  them  from  getting 
their  beauty  sleep. 

And  so  the  members  of  the  Class  of  ’21  bade  each  other  farewell  a 
second  time,  each  wondering  what  the  future  still  had  in  store  for  this  illus¬ 
trious  class.  It  was  sadly  that  I  retired  to  my  room  thinking  that  perhaps 
never  again  would  the  entire  class  be  together,  yet  happy  too  that  we  had 
been  so  fortunate  as  to  see  each  other  once  more  and  to  find  what  fate  had 
in  store  for  us. 

ELIZA  GLADDEN  LYRES, 

Class  Prophet. 
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IGast  MUl  ^ratamrnt  of  thp  ^rutor  (Elaaa 

State  of  South  Carolina 
County  of  Richland. 

We,  the  graduating  class  of  1921  of  Chicora  College,  being  of  sound 
mind  and  memory,  mindful  of  the  certainty  of  our  departure  into  new  fields 
of  life,  do  hereby  make,  publish  and  declare  our  last  will  and  testament. 

All  of  our  soiled  and  worn  out  note  books,  that  we  now  possess  we 
devise  and  bequeath  unto  the  Junior  Class,  to  whom  also  we  leave  reluct¬ 
antly  all  of  our  many  suitors  on  the  condition  that  they  manage  said  articles 
witli  as  much  skill  'as  we  have  done  heretofore.  We  gratuitously  bestow 
upon  them  the  privilege  and  pleasure  of  wearing  caps  and  gowns  in  the  hope 
that  this  apparel  will  lend  dignity  to  their  ever  frivolous  natures.  We  also 
bequeath  to  the  Junior  Class  our  ability  to  play  basketball  knowing  that  it 
will  assist  them  greatly  o  play  against  our  beloved  sister  class,  the  Sopho¬ 
more  in  the  year  ’21-’22. 

To  the  Sophomore  Class  we  grant  our  privilege  of  having  callers  and 
going  down  town  at  any  hour  of  the  day,  hoping  that  they  will  be  as  lucky 
as  we  in  escaping  the  “Bird’s  eye”.  We  also  leave  them  our  knowledge  of 
the  college  cirriculum,  trusting  that  they  will  be  more  successful  in  de¬ 
creasing  the  requirements  of  the  course  of  study  than  we  have  been. 

To  the  Freshman  Class  we  make  a  gift  of  all  our  numerous  boxes  of 
‘Mennen’s  Baby  Powder”.  We  bequeath  them  also  our  youthful  looks  with 
the  request  that  they  preserve  them  as  we  have  done. 

Realizing  what  infinite  aid  the  entire  faculty  and  student  body  have  been 
to  us  we  wish  to  leave  the  kindest  feeling  for  each  and  every  member  and 
the  best  wishes  and  sincerest  hope  for  our  dear  old  Alma  Mater. 

Each  member  of  our  class  has  some  personal  property  she  would  like 
to  dispose  of  in  the  following  manner : 

I,  Sara  Baggott  do  unselfishly  and  sweetly  bestow  upon  Eillian  I  attei- 
son  the  enlarged  self-esteem  which  my  friends  have  attributed  to  me,  feel¬ 
ing  sure  that  her  admirers  will  be  equally  good  boosters. 

To  De  Ette  Bennett  I  leave  the  power  to  rave,  but  may  she  rave  as  I 
have  done,  from  the  head  and  not  the  heart. 
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I,  Josephine  Boozer,  do  hereby  benignly  give  up  to  Sarah  Allison  the 
ability  to  write  love  letters  hoping  that  she  wil  lnot  regret  the  time  used 
in  reading  the  replies. 

To  Louise  Gardner,  I  regretfully  leave  my  curling  tongs  and  rouge  ad¬ 
vising  her  to  use  them  more  moderately  than  I  have  done. 

I,  Helen  Bruton,  most  benevolently  grant  to  Susan  Powers  and  Cora 
Means  the  privilege  of  being  late  for  classes  but  let  them  beware  that  they 
do  not  abuse  this  privilege. 

To  Harriett  Lucius  I  charitably  yield  my  great  curse  of  bluffing,  hop¬ 
ing  that  it  will  not  put  a  stain  on  her  good  name  as  it  has  on  mine. 

I.  Marguerite  Fogle,  unwillingly  impart  to  Lillian  Patterson  my  love 
for  the  “other  sex”  and  the  never  failing  method  for  stringing  them. 

To  Gene  Rabb,  1  leave  my  love  for  letter  writing,  hoping  that  she  will 
reap  as  great  a  reward  as  I  have  from  this  pleasure. 

To  Wilmelmina  Evans  I  will  my  much  desired  art  of  arguing  in  Ethics. 

I,  Mary  Haigler,  being  in  my  usual  sad  and  serious  state  of  mind,  here¬ 
by  transfer  to  Lucile  Belk  my  senior  dignity  trusting  that  it  will  greatly 
improve  her  frivolous  nature. 

To  Vernon  Haigler  I  hand  down  my  much  worn  out  sweater  and  French 
hook  wishing  that  they  will  afford  her  great  pleasure  during  the  remaining 
years  of  her  college  life. 

I,  Annie  Holmes  Harrison,  impart  to  Elizabeth  Grady  and  Hessie  Sea- 
brook  my  love  for  the  campus,  advising  them  to  cultivate  and  cherish  it  dur¬ 
ing  their  last  year  at  Chicora. 

To  Lillis  McCullum,  my  beloved  roommate,  I  most  kindly  grant  my 
senior  privileges  provided  she  does  not  abuse  them  as  I  have  done. 

I,  Carolyn  Lawton  having  at  last  acquired  tender  sympathy  for  my 
under-classmates  confer  upon  Kathryne  Lawton  and  Eva  Clarke  my  much 
envied  room,  but  may  they  not  be  annoyed  by  having  notes  left  on  the 
table  “A  neat  and  attractive  room.” 

To  Wilhelmina  Evans,  I  unwillingly  leave  my  stern  look  on  the  condi¬ 
tion  that  she  does  not  abuse  this  privilege  and  frighten  the  future  Fresh¬ 
man  away  from  Chicora. 

I,  Lalla  Lee  Lucius,  will  to  “Crinkie”  Bailey  and  “Dinkie”  Ferguson 
my  privilege  of  registering  and  going  down  town  at  any  time  of  the  day. 
To  Hessie  Seabrook  and  Harriette  Lucius  I  leave  reluctantly  my  front  seat 
in  church,  trusting  that  she  will  be  as  attentive  to  Dr.  Blackwood  as  I  have 
been. 

I,  Eliza  Lykes,  make  a  gift  of  my  ability  to  ask  the  greatest  number  of 
questions  in  the  shortest  length  of  time  to  Lizzie  Mae  Riley  and  Jean  Rabb. 

To  Gene  Rabb.  I  also  leave  with  many  misgivings  my  art  of  rapid 
speech,  knowing  from  the  experience  of  rooming  with  her  for  one  year  that 
she  is  sadly  lacking  in  that  capacity. 

I,  Kathleen  McCaskill,  being  in  a  thoughtful  frame  of  mind  do  gener- 
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ously  will  to  Margaret  Russell  my  hair  curlers  and  bangs.  May  she  derive 
great  benefit  from  them  in  the  future. 

To  my  roommates,  Mary  McNaull  and  Carrie  Yarbrough,  I  yield  my 
tact  of  keeping  the  city  of  Bethune  on  the  map. 

Lastly  I  grant  with  deep  regret  to  the  edior  in  chief  of  “Nods  and 
Becks  ’  22  my  weekly  letter  from  the  “annual  man”. 

I,  Arlia  McClemore,  bequeath  reluctantly  to  Hazel  Fetner  my  office 
as  house  president  of  Laurel  Street  dormitory,  trusting  that  she  will  not 
have  as  much  trouble  keeping  the  girls  out  of  the  windows  as  I  had. 

To  Francis  Griffin,  I  present  most  willingly  my  long  ago  discarded 
rouge  box.  May  she  soon  learn  the  art  of  applying  a  youthful  bloom  to 
her  cheeks. 

I.  Gertrude  O’Bryan  desire  to  grant  to  my  roommate,  Margaret  Cleck- 
ley  my  love  for  going  to  the  pictures  twice  a  "week. 

To  Natalie  Hooten  I  kindly  leave  my  height  hoping  that  it  will  aid  her 
in  keeping  above  her  classmates. 

Upon  Lila  Briggs  I  confer  my  talkative  disposition,  feeling  sure  that 
she  is  the  only  one  capable  of  using  it  tO'  an  advantage. 

I,  Lillian  Scurry,  being  in  a  sound  frame  of  mind,  do  hereby  bestow 
upon  Mary  Faucett  my  smiles.  May  she  be  able  to  use  them  on  as  many 
occasions  in  her  senior  year  as  I  had. 

I  o  Ruth  Folk  I  impart  my  much  desired  senior  privileges  wishing  that 
six  classes  a  day  will  not  keep  her  from  enjoying  said  privileges. 

I,  Elizabeth  Shaw,  do  generously  leave  to  my  roommate,  Mary  Cousar 
my  half  of  room  number  seven  McClintock  Hall. 

lo  Virginia  McCollough  I  bequeath  with  great  forethought  my  love 
for  “Gym”. 

To  Marie  LaCoste  I  sacrifice  my  knowledge  of  French,  advising  her 
to  increase  aforesaid  knowledge  before  she  puts  it  into  use. 

I,  Iva  Simpson,  realizing  that  my  college  days  are  at  an  end  yield  with 
deep  sympathy  my  musical  inclination  and  superfluous  practice  periods  to 
Blanche  Spann. 

To  my  roommate  Pauline  Overcast,  I  regretfully  impart  my  knowledge 
of  Bible  and  Ethics  and  the  calm  self-possession  I  invariably  displayed  when 
called  upon. 

To  Gladys  Porter  and  Laurie  Moore  I  reluctantly  bequeath  extreme 
devotion  to  sleep. 

I,  Grace  Summer,  hereby  grant  most  unselfishly  to  Vernon  Haigler 
and  Wilhelmena  Evans  the  interest  that  I  have  had  in  the  Lutheran  Semi¬ 
nary. 

To  Helen  Kennedy  I  present  my  senior  privileges.  May  she  enjoy 
them  as  much  as  I  have  and  not  be  called  upon  to  pay  street  tax. 

I,  Sarah  Wilson,  a  wreck  in  mind,  graciously  will  to  my  “right  hand 
man,”  Evelyn  Lea,  my  seat  in  the  editor’s  chair  of  the  Hampton  Chronicle. 
May  she  be  spared  of  the  weary  vigil  that  I  have  so  often  kept  alone  until 
the  wee  small  hours  of  the  night. 
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To  my  little  comforter  and  advisor,  Constance  Harris,  I  impart  my  much 
ritted  middy  suit,  trusting  that  she  will  acquire  the  equal  amount  of  dignity 
I  assumed  each  time  I  wore  it  throughout  my  college  career. 

I,  Maud  Wooten,  most  benevolently  grant  to  my  roommate,  Mary  Fish- 
burne  Davis,  my  promptness  in  getting  to  classes. 

To  Lula  Bailey  I  will  my  love  for  Hampton  Avenue  and  my  numerous 
visits  on  Saturday  afternoons. 

To  Mary  Faucett  and  Clyde  Coleman  I  willingly  leave  my  bobbed  hair 
and  all  the  troubles  it  has  caused  me. 

I,  Kate  Yarbrough,  bequeath  to  Doris  Young,  the  presidency  of  S.  C.  A., 
provided  that  she  be  ready  at  any  time  to  call  an  extra  meeting  and  ap¬ 
proach  these  in  a  serious  and  dignified  manner. 

To  Mary  McNauli,  I  bestow  gratuitously  my  glasses.  May  they  assist 
her  greatly  in  preparing  Bible  and  Ethics. 

To  Carrie,  my  sister,  I  leave  my  aloility^  to  dress  and  get  down  to  break¬ 
fast  in  five  minutes. 

We,  Margaret  Philpot  and  Mattie  Sligh  Brooks,  as  rational  beings  trans¬ 
fer  to  De  Ette  Bennett  and  Ada  Walker  our  ability  to  read  French  Well. 

To  all  day  pupils,  having  their  interest  at  heart,  we  desire  to  leave  our 
afternoon  classes. 

To  Hessie  Seabrook  and  Lois  Query  we  bequeath  with  deep  regret  the 
pleasure  gained  by  giggling  while  in  search  of  sociological  knowledge. 

We,  the  members  of  the  Class  of  21,  appoint  the  rising  Sophomore  Class 
the  sole  executor  of  this  our  last  will  and  testament. 

Signed, 

MATTIE  SLIGH  BROOKS. 

Lawyer. 

W  itnesses : 

1.  Eleanor  B.  Scott 

2.  Julia  Prosser 

3.  Mary  Willis  Grey 
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SARAH  WILSON 
Most  Popular 
MARGARITE  FOGLE 
Biggest  Flirt 
Biggest  Talker 
HELEN  BRUTON 
Most  Attractive 
Biggest  Bluffer 


SARA  BAGGOTT 
Best  Musician 
Best  All  Around 
Most  Ambitious 
LALLA  LEE  LUCIUS 
Most  Stylish 

KATHLEEN  McCASKILL 
Most  Literary 
KATE  YARBROUGH 
Most  Sincere 
Most  Dignified 


MARY  HAIGLER 
Best  Athlete 
Most  Original 
IVA  SIMPSON 
Prettiest 

MATTIE  SLIGLE  BROOKS 
Most  Lovable 
JOSEPHINE  BOOZER 
Most  Studious 
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untor 


LUCILLE  BELK 
Montreat,  N.  C. 


DeETT  BENNETT 
Asheboro,  N.  C. 


EDITH  BLACK 
Waterboro,  S.  C. 


ISABEL  BOYD 
Ridgeway,  S.  C. 


MAMIE  LOUISE  BRATTON 
McConnellsville,  S.  C. 
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untor 


MARY  BUFORD 
Newberry,  S.  C. 


MARY  COUSAP 
St  Charles,  S.  C. 


LEILA  MARGARET  DIXON 
Manning',  S.  C. 


WILHEMINA  EVANS 
Cameron,  S.  C. 


RUTH  FOLK 
Denmark,  S.  C. 
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Junior  Class 


BESSIE  GUNTER 
Columbia,  S.  C. 


CONSTANCE  HARRIS 
St.  Charles,  S.  C. 


ESTELLE  HAILE 
LTnion,  S.  C. 


NIDA  HAM 
Timmonsville,  S.  C, 


MILDRED  HOPE 
LTnion,  S.  C. 
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Junior  Class 


HELEN  KENNEDY 
Kingstree,  S.  C. 


EVELYN  LEA 
Timmonsville,  S.  C, 


LAURIE  MOORE 
Trenton,  S.  C. 


JANIE  MARTEN 
Fountain  Inn,  S.  C. 


MARY  McNAULL 
Bethune,  S.  C. 
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GLADYS  PORTER 
Blacksburg,  S.  C. 


LOIS  QUERY 
Well  ford,  S.  C. 


PAULINE  OVERCASH 
Sharon,  S.  C. 


MARGARET  PATTERSON 
Savannah,  Ga. 


SALLIE  PEARCE 
Florence,  S.  C. 
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Junior  Class 


ANNIE  ROE 
Traveller’s  Rest,  S.  C 


MARGARET  RUSSELI 
Society  Hill,  S.  C. 


HESSIE  SEABROOK 
Edisto  Island,  S.  C. 


ALENE  SPIVY 
Conway,  S.  C. 


RHODA  STACK 
Elloree,  S.  C. 
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Junior  Class ^ 


ADA  WALKER 
Buford,  S.  C. 


ELIZA  WALKER 
Chester,  S.  C. 


MARY  BELLE  WELSH 
Chesterfield,  S.  C. 


DORIS  YOUNG 
Laurens,  S.  C. 


ELIZABETH  YOUNG 
Clinton,  S.  C. 
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'  September  17,  1918  sixty-five  girls  with  quaking  hearts  launched  a  ship  on 
the  extensive  “Sea  of  Knowledge.”  We  chose  Lois  Query  as  our  Pilot  and 
immediately  she  took  the  helm  assisted  bv  her  able  staff  officers — Margaret 
Patterson,  Ada  Walker  and  Laurie  Moore.  At  first,  of  course,  there  were  many 
dismal  and  homesick  days  for  the  crew.  At  the  close  of  the  first  three  weeks, 
to  the  general  dismay  of  all,  “Hu”  broke  out  and  the  ship’s  company  was 
forced  to  disberse  to  the  several  homes.  Still  fresh  in  our  memories  are  those 
days  of  suspense  when  everyone  walked  around  with  serious  face  and  busi¬ 
ness-like  air.  Who  can  forget  the  Sunday  that  all  were  called  together  by 
the  good  ship’s  Governor  and  Rector  and  were  given  the  word  that  all  might 
go  home  on  the  next  day?  Delighted  at  the  unexpected  vacation,  yet  filled  with  grief  because 
some  of  our  number  must  remain  on  board  in  the  ship’s  hospital,  we  young  sailors  set  out  for 
home. 

Upon  our  return,  affairs  glided  along  smoothly  until  first  examinations — our  young  voy¬ 
agers,  you  know,  had  entered  upon  a  long  course  of  training  to  continue  at  least  four  years. 
Who,  pray,  does  not  know  the  horror  and  despair  of  crossing  College  Examination  Rocks  for 
the  first  time!  The  feat  was  finally  achieved  however  without  shipwreck  and  June  found  our 
little  company  securely  landed  on  Sophomore  Island. 

In  September  1919,  after  shore  leave  of  three  months,  the  boat  was  launched  again  for 
another  stage  of  the  training,  the  goal  now  Junior  Port.  Alas  our  eager  crew  was  now  dimin¬ 
ished  in  numbers,  owing  to  the  defection  of  some,  who  in  the  all-knowing  self-assurance  of 
Sophomores,  had  decided  to  follow  the  quest  no  further  finding  it  pleasanter  to  remain  at  home 
to  enter  another  field.  However  our  ranks  were  filled  by  other  fine  recruits  from  Queen’s  and 
Flora  McDonald.  After  Christmas  a  new  pilot,  Margaret  Russell,  was  chosen  leader  of  the 
band,  as  our  Captain  was  unable  to  return  for  sometime. 

In  1920  as  the  third  year  of  our  voyage  began,  the  crew  was  again  augmented  by  the 
reception  of  many  brilliant  travelers  on  the  “Sea  of  Knowledge”  who  came  from  the  domains 
of  Winthrop,  Flora  McDonald  and  G.  W.  C.  adding  much  to  the  efficiency  of  our  little  ship’s 
company.  Among  our  original  number  also  are  found  accomplished  musicians,  wonderful 
athletes  and  exceedingly  literary  girls — even  poets,  playwrights  and  newspaper  editors!  Some 
also,  it  is  rumored  plan  to  go  to  the  Forign  Fields  for  service,  after  our  ship’s  voyage  under 
the  fostering  care  of  dear  old  Chicora,  has  been  completed. 

It  was  in  the  winter  of  this  year  that  we  almost  struck  an  iceberg.  For  two  whole  days 
we  were  in  the  midst  of  a  white  fog,  in  complete  darkness.  However  our  capable  officers 
guided  us  safely  through. 

At  present  our  crew  of  thirty-six, s  still  under  the  same  beloved  pilot  is  in  high  glee,  for 
now  we  think  we  see  land  and  will  then  attain  the  final  goal  of  all  this  voyage.  How  many 
will  actually  reach  it  and  share  the  much-prized  honors  sure  to  fall  to  the  lot  of  the  faithful? 

JANIE  MARTIN,  ’22. 

Class  Historian. 
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YEN  tho  we  blush  to  think  of  it,  we  needs  must  acknowledge 
that\we  are  forty  of  those  eighty  verdant  specimens  who  ap¬ 
peared  at  Chicora  on  September  17,  1919.  We  enjoyed  our 
freshman  year  to  the  utmost,  for  instead  of  being  looked  down 
upon,  we  seemed  to  call  forth  sympathy,  and  because  of  all  the 
“petting”  we  received  from  indulgent  “Upper  Classmen,”  we 
soon  began  to  feel  that  we  were  the  favored  members  of  the 
establishment ! 

The  year  was  indeed  successful  in  every  sense  of  the  word. 
Our  class  officers  were  Gertrude  Whitehead,  President,  Mary 
Caldwell,  Vice-President,,  Janie  McDill,  Secretary,  Corinne  Bailey,  Treasurer, 
Margaret  Cox,  Historian,  and  Agenora  Adams,  S.  C.  A.  Representative. 
They  served  us  well.  From  the  first  we  have  been1  an  ambitious  class,  bear¬ 
ing  our  share  of  the  responsibilities,  furnishing  leaders  in  Y.  W.  C.  A.  and 
literary  work,  and  leading  in  every  phase  of  College  activity .•  We  consider 
ourselves  champions  especially  in  basket  ball,  for  we  won  every  game  in 
which  we  engaged  during  the  entire  year.  The  year  was  completed  with 
nothing  worse  than  “exams,”  with  few  failures,  and  our  happy  band  re¬ 
turned  home  with  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  our  “greeness”' was  now 
no  more. 

After  a  summer  of  varied  entertainment,  we  have  returned  to  these 
dear  old  halls  of  learning,  alas!  only  about  half  in  number,  but  twice  as 
strong  in  determination.  A  momentous  transformation  has  taken  place — 
we  are  Sophomores!  Yes,  real  civilized  beings  now — sophisticated,  wise, 
not  vain,  but  proud,  independent,  important!  Indeed,  we  have  all  the  qual¬ 
ities  befitting  S-O-P-PI-O-M-O-R-E-S !  This  year  our  offiiers  are:  Presi¬ 
dent,  Margaret  Cox,  Vice-president,  Mary  Caldwell,  Secretary  and  Trea¬ 
surer,  Martha  Bruce,  and  S.1  C.  A.  Representative,  Angenora  Adams.  With 
these  girls  as  our  leaders,  we  know  “Success  is  Ours.”  Our  ability  has  been 
proved  also  byjwork  of  members  of  our  class  in  the  recent  “Greater  Chicora” 
Campaign. 

Encouraged  by  our  past  record,'  believing  that  we  shall  be  the  daugh¬ 
ters  of  New  Chicora,  and  knowing  that  we  hold  in  our  hands  the  future  of 
America,  let  us  press  on  toward  the  mark  for  which  we  are  striving — to  be 
known  as  the  best  class  that  has  ever  finished,  or  will  ever  finish  at  C.  C.  F.  W. 

“Possunt  quia  posse  videntur !”  Helen  Haigler,  ’23,  Class  Historian. 
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HE  class  of  ’24  began  its  college  career' at  Chicora  on  the  four¬ 
teenth  of  September,  1920,  and  since  that  eventful  day,' it  has, 
at  least  in  the  opinion  of  its  members,  been  a  very  import¬ 
ant  part  of  the  student  body. 

When  we  first  came,  we  ran  true  to  form  and  suffered  a 
great  deal  from  that  celebrated  disease  known  as  homesick¬ 
ness.'  We  wasted  many  tears  and  much  valuable  time  in 
wishing  we  were  somewhere  else,  and  wondering  how  on  earth 
we  should  ever,  ever  get  our  “awful  conflicts”  straightened 
out.  Dr.  Byrd,  however,  urgently  requested  us  to  let  him  do 
our  worrying  for  us,  and  we  gratefully  acceptted  his  kind  offer — our  only 
complaint  being  that  he  neglected  to  repeat  it  at  examination  time. 

We  also  had  some  trouble  in  remembering  the  rules,  and  often  acted  on 
misinformation!  obtained  from  Sophomores;  but  our  mistakes  taught  us  a 
lesson,  and  as  a  further  aid,  Mrs.  Byrd  put  a  great  many  of  Cricora’s  regu¬ 
lations  in  convenient  form  for  reference  when  she  told  us  to  keep  away  from 
the  boys  and  we’d  be  all  right. 

We  hope  no  one  will  contradict- us  if  we  say  we  have  now  safely  passed 
our  “greenest”  days.  We  have,  somewhat  to  our  surprise,  lived  through  our 
first  siege  of  examinations ;  we  have  proved  our  mettle  in  the  classroom,  and 
in  athletics  as  well,  as  every  class  in  school  can  testify,  and  we  have  reached 
the  point  where  we  regard  Chicora  as  our  college,  and  take  a  keen  interest 
in  her  welfare. 

The  history  of  the  Freshman,  class  is  in  the  making,  and  its  quality  must 
atone  for  its  lack  of  quantity;  but  we  hope  eventually  to  leave  an  honorable 
record  behind  us,'  and  that  future  years  may  prove  us  not  the  least  distin¬ 
guished  of  the  many  classes  who  have  gone  out  from  our  alma  mater’s  shel¬ 
tering  walls.  Charlotte  Telford,  ’24. 
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It  was  certainly  a  beautiful  thing.  Madame  called  it  a,  creation ;  Marie 
who  was  poetic,  and  had  been  told  she  looked  like  Norma.  Talmadge,  a  sym¬ 
phony  in  blue  and  silver;  to  Mel,  who  was  not1  sentimental,  and  who  re¬ 
sembled  nobody  so  much  as  herself,  it  was  both  an  inspiration'  and  a  thorn 
in  the  flesh. 

She  had  seen  it  first  when  Phyllis  Stoner  had  bought  a  flame  satin 
evening  dress  from  Madame,  and  while  Phyllis  was  admiring  herself  before 
another  mirror,  Mel  had  slipped  into  the  peacock  blue  and  silver — and1  looked 
more  beautiful  than  she  had  ever  hoped  to  look  in  all  her  life. 

Marie  had  exclaimed  over  her,  and  Mel,  radiant,  had  asked  the  price, 
and  then  taken  it  off  rather  precipitately,  with  a  get-thee-behind-me-Satan 
expression  on  her  face.  Marie  had  looked  disappointed  and  asked  if  she 
did  not  care  for  it,  assuring  her  meanwhile  of  its  very  superior  qualities, 

Mel  admitted  them  without  argument,  and' being  fundamentally  honest, 
she  confessed  further  that,  much  as  she  needed  and  wanted  an  evening 
dress  in  general,  and  this  one  in  particular,  she  really  did  not  have  ninety 
dollars  to  invest  in  one.  And  since  that  was  a  statement  which,  to  Marie’s 
notion,  admitted  of  no  discussion,  Mel  was  permitted  to  walk  away  with 
Phyllis  unmolested.  By  exercising  almost  superhuman  will  power,  she  had 
not  looked  back;  but  Marie  looked,  thoughtfully,  at  Mel’s  vanishing  figure, 
and  at  the  dress  that  was  so  becoming  to  her,  and  put  a  startling  black  dinner 
gown  in  the  shop  window  in  its  place. 

Phyllis  and  Mel  plodded  their  weary  way  back  to  the  college,  and  that 
nig'ht  Mel  dreamed  of  yards  and  yards  of  cloudy  peacock  blue  georgette 
and  floating  silver  tulle,  wrapped  around  strutting  big  peacocks  who  could 
talk  like  parrots,  but  whose  vocabular3q  like  the  well-known  raven’s,  was 
limitted  to  one  remark — in  this  case,  “Ninety  dollars!” — and  the  next  day 
she  saw  that  dress  instead  of  her  experiment  in  chemistry;  but  for  a  week 
thereafter,  clothes  of  any  description  did  not  enter  her  mind.  She  and 
Phyllis  drank  strong  black  coffee  to  keep  them  awake  through  the  wee  small 
houis,  and  then  slept  with  their* books  under  their  pillows  as  though  they 
expected  stray  information  to  sift  through  the  feathers,  and  went  around 
all  day  with  dark  rings  around  their  eyes.  Some  five  hundred  other  girls 
did  likewise,  because  mid-year’s  had  struck  the  college. 

But  after  that,  tense  nerves  relaxed,  and  there  followed  an  orgy  of 
feasting*  and  dancing — literally  as  well  as  figuratively  speaking — at  the  soror¬ 
ity  house,  by  way  of  celebration;  and  in  the  midst  of  it  came  a  letter  to  Mel 
from  the  “dearest;  boy  in  the  world,”  asking  her  down  to  his  February 
“prom.  ’  Whereupon  haug’hty  birds  in  fantastic  costumes  again  began  to 
haunt  Mel’s  unconscious  moments,  and  visions  of  ninety)  dollar  bills  her 
conscious  ones.  » 

She  g*ot  out  her  one  evening  dress,  a  simple  dull-gold  affair  that  had 
been  remade  twice  and  had  seen  much  service,  and  decided  that  though 
it  was  doubtless  good  enough  in  its  place,  its  place  was  emphatically  not 
upon  her  at  a  college  prom  ;  and  after  trying  on  Phyllis’  new  satin,  she 
was  unwillingly  convinced  that  yellow  hair  and  flame  color  could  not  be 
considered  a  happy  combination. 

A  systematic  raid  of  her  sorority  sisters’  wardrobes  brought  to  light 
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two  pink  evening  gowns  that  were  hopelessly  short,  a  lavender  one  that  was 
equally  impossibly  large,  a  daring  black  French  affair  that  made  her  look 
like  a  third-rate  chorus  girl,  a  brilliant  orange  and  a  still  more  vivid  red 
that  she  passed  by  with  a  mental  shudder,  two  blue  one,  a  green,  a  yellow 
and  an  orchid  that  presented  quite  a  careworn  an  appearance  as  her  own, 
and  were,  therefore,  hopeless,  and  one  dark  rose  gown  that  aroused  false 
hopes  at  first  sight,  but  on  closer  inspection  proved  to  have  a  large  and 
conspicuous  chocolate  stain  across  the  skirt. 

Mel  returned  them  ruefully  to  their  respective  owners.  She  had  had  a 
perfectly  wonderful  time  at  Roddy’s  prom  the  year  before  (the  dull-gold 
dress  had  been  in  its  prime  then)  and  she  felt  that  she  would  die  an  un¬ 
natural  and  untimely  death  if  she  could  not  accept  the  invitation  this  year. 
She  collapsed  in  a  chair  with  her  chin  in  her  hands,  and  thought  rapturously 
of  the  peacock  blue  and  silver  in  the  shop — until  the  price  mark  confronted 
her  ag'ain.  She  had  roseate  visions  of  herself  in  that  dress — doubtless  correct 
from  a  prophetic  standpoint,  except  that  in  the  vision  she  was  the  only 
member  of  the  gentler  sex  present,  but  under  the  circumstances,  some  ex¬ 
aggeration  was  pardonable. 

She  looked  at  it  gloomily,  and  studied  it  from  every  possible  angle,  with¬ 
out  result.  To  Mel  at  that  moment,  ninety  dollars  seemed  the  most  desir¬ 
able  thing  in  existence,  and  about  as  well  within  her  reach  as  a  slice  of  the 
moon.  She  reflected  cheerlessly  that  her  available  funds  would  leave  some 
space  in  a  teaspoon,  and  no  immediate  prospect  of  more  rushed  to  the 
rescue.  She  considered  every  way  she  could  think  of  to  make  ninety  dol¬ 
lars  at  once,  beginning  with  murderin?  a  rich  unde,  and  running  the  gamut, 
through  'robbing  a  bank,  down  to  selling  all  her  clothes  to  the  second¬ 
hand  man,  and  investing  her  entire  worldly  possessions  in  that  one  marvel¬ 
ous  dress — except  perhaps  railroad  fare  to  New  Haven,  where  she  would 
doubtless  ensnare  a  handsome  millionaire,  although  really,  up  to  the  present 
moment  she  had  intended  to  marry  Roddy.  She  stopped  planning  at  that 
point,  and  took  up  a  line  of  thought  vaguely  connected  with  blackmail  and 
highway  robbery. 

Phyllis  found  her  fathoms  deep  in  gloom  when  she  came  in  from  a 
class,  and  forcibly  bore  her  off  to  lunch. 

Under  the  enlivening  influene  of  sandwiches  and  tea,  Mel  rose  near 
enough  to  the  surface  to  sketch  her  troubles  for  Phyllis  and  Natalie  Brent, 
a  sympathetic  classmate,  and,  incidentally,  the  owner  of  the  previously 
mentioned  daring  black  dress. 

'‘I  wish  I’d  known  this,”  mourned  Phyllis.  “That  blue  and  silver  thing 
at  Therese’s  would  have  done  me  just  as  well  as  the  one  I  got,  and  you  could 
have  worn  it.  But  I  simply  can’t  spend  almost  a  hundred  dollars  more  for 
an  evening  dress  I  haven’t  any  earthly  use  for.” 

“It’s  a  shame  you  can’t  wear  any  of  the  clothes  out  at  the  house,” 
Natalie  groaned.  “It  seems  to  me  you  ought  to  be  able  to  use  mine,  but  it 
might  be  a  shade  risque.  Esther  Reynolds  had  a  cloth  of  silver  evening 
dress  that  would  be  gorgeous  on  you ;  her  sister  sent  it  to  her  from  Paris. 
I  tell  you — I’ll  borrow  it  for  you.  She  has  so  much,  she  won't  mind — I’ll 
tell  her—” 

“But  I  don’t  know  Esther  so  awfully  well,”  Mel  objected,  “and  I  can’t 
ask  her  to  lend  me  anything  as  new  and  expensive  as  that.” 
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“Didn’t  you  hear  me  say  I’d  ask  her?”  Natalie  demanded,  raising  her 
voice  by  way  of  emphasis.  “I’ll  tell  her  I’ve  got  to  have  it  to  wear  to  my 
grandmother’s  funeral  if  that  will  ease  your  mind  any.  I  wish  I  were  going 
to  that  prom — I  had  such  a  marvelous  time  last  year,  and  then  Jimmy  had 
to  go  and  graduate,  and  I  haven’t  a  bid  this  time.” 

“Maybe  I’ll  let  you  go  on  mine  if  I  can't  use  it,”  said  Mel.  “But  Roddy 
is  very  susceptible  to  feminine  charms,  and  you’d  be  sure  to  cut  me  out. 
Honest,  I  appreciate  it  awfully,  Natalie,  and  all  that,  but  I’m  afraid  to  take 
Esther’s  dress.  I’d  certainly  spill  something  on  it,  or  snag  it  on  a  nail.  I’m 
going  to  that  prom,  though — ”  she  finished  ominously. 

Whereupon  she  went  to  her  room  and  wrote  Roddy  a  cordial  accep¬ 
tance — and  mailed  it  immediately,  before  her  courage  failed  her.  And  not 
having  any  class  that  afternoon,  she  put  on  her  hat  and  wandered  off  the 
campus.  From  which  doubtful  beginning,  she  ended  up,  of  course,  in  front 
of  the  modiste’s  shop,  and  experienced  a  curious  sinking  sensation  when  she 
found  the  blue  and  silver  gown  was  gone  from  the  window.  She  really 
hadn’t  hoped  ever  to  own  it,  but  at  the  same  time,  its  presence  had  been 
comforting. 

As  she  turned  dejectedly  away,  a  soft  voice  spoke  her  name  from  the 
door  of  the  shop.  Marie  was  standing  on  the  threshold. 

“You  were  looking  for  the  blue  gown?”  she  asked. 

Mel  admitted  it. 

Marie  drew  her  hastily  inside  the  shop,  guided  her  into  one  of  the 
tiny  dressing  rooms,  and  drew  the  curtains  behind  them. 

“Look,”  she  said,  throwing  the  coveted  dress  into  Mel’s  arms, '“I  myself 
have  bought  it,  and  Madame  asked  from  me  but  the  cost  of  the  material, 
because  I  am  a  good  assistant.  I  paid  twenty-five  dollars.  It  is  good  on  me, 
but  on  you  it  is  more  than  that ;  and  you  may  have  it — for  fifteen  dollars, 
and  a  consideration.” 

Mel’s  eyes  were  shining.  “What  a  duck  you  are,  Marie!”  she  cried. 

“Wait  till  I  finish,”  Marie  warned  ;  but  there  was  a  glint  of  excitement 
in  her  own  eyes. 

“Oh,  I’d  do  anything  for  you  to  get  this  dress,”  ssaid  Mel,  recklessly, 
“lou  don’t  know  how  badly  I  want  it.  You  see,  I’m  going  to  a  dance  in 
New  Haven  next  week,  and  if  you  could  see  the  dress  I  have  now!  What  is 
it  you  want?” 

Marie  smiled  a  la  Mona  Lisa.  “The  pin  you  are  wearing,”  she  said. 

Mel  glanced  at  her  coat  and  her  face  sobered.  It  was  Roddy’s  fraternity 
pin,  an  exquisite  thing  set  with  rubies  and  diamonds. 

“I  can’t  do  it,  Marie;  it  isn’t  mine,”  she  said  slowly.  “And,  anyway,  it 
must  have  cost  at  least  fifty  dollars.  I  couldn’t  part  with  it  for  six  dresses.” 

“No?”  said  Marie.  “Then  maybe  you  will  lend  it  to  me  for  two  weeks.” 

Mel  looked  at  her  helplessly.  “You  don’t  know  what  you’re  asking,” 
she  said.  “I'll  see  the  owner  of  it  at  the  dance  I  spoke  of — and  the  absence 
of  this  pin  there  could  not  be  explained.  It — it  simply  isn’t  done.  Ask  me 
for  something  else — please.” 

Marie  shook  her  head  stubbornly.  “It’s  only  that  that  I  want,  she  said. 

“But,  Marie,”  Mel  argued  frantically,  “what  possible  use  could  you  have 
for  this  particular  pin?” 


Page  Eighty 


“I’m  going  away  for  two  weeks,”  said  Marie  noncommittally.  “Are 
you  afraid  I  will  not  bring  it  back?” 

“Of  course  not;  but  can’t  you  see  how  it  is?  It  isn’t  mine — I’ll  see  the 
owner  next  week — he  wouldn’t  understand.”  She  laid  the  gown  slowly  on 
a  chair,  tears  of  disappointment  in  her  eyes. 

Marie’s  cheeks  were  flushed. 

“I’ll  give  you  thirty  dollars  for  this  dress,”  Mel  offered,  rather  hope¬ 
lessly;  and  she  was  not  surprised  when  Marie  shook  her  head  again. 

“I  want  the  pin,”  she  said. 

“Would  any  other  kind  of  pin  do?”  Mel  asked. 

“No.  It’s  what  you  call  a  fraternity  pin,  isn’t  it?” 

Mel  said  it  was.  “I  could  let  you  have  my  sorority  pin,”  she  suggested. 
“Or  maybe  I  could  get  you  another  frat  pin  from  one  of  the  girls.” 

“No.”  Marie  said  again.  Then  her  eyes  narrowed.  “Why,”  she  asked, 
“do  you  not  get  another  one — and  lend  me  this?” 

Mel  drew  on  her  gloves  and  started  toward  the  door.  “I  couldn’t  pos¬ 
sibly,”  she  said  with  finality. 

But  on  her  way  home  she  found  herself  considering  this  impossible 
suggestion  seriously.  Why  not?  Natalie  had  a  pin  exactly  like  her’s,  be¬ 
longing,  in  fact,  to  one  of  Roddy’s  fraternity  brothers  who  had  graduated 
the  year  before,  and  she  would  not  mind  lending  it.  Nobody  could  tell  the 
two  pins  apart,  except  from  the  initials  on  the  under  side,  and,  of  course 
Roddy  would  never  investigate  that  at  the  dance.  Well — why  not? 

She  burst  into  Natalie’s  room,  radiant,  and  enthusiastically  laid  the 
matter  before  her.  Natalie  was  sympathetic,  but  dubious. 

“What  in  the  name  of  common  sense  could  that  creature  want  with  a 
frat  pin,  Mel?”  she  wondered.  “And  why  so  exclusively  your  pin?” 

“I  haven’t  the  faintest  idea,”  Mel  assured  her.  “She  may  be  batty — it 
really  seems  quite  evident  that  she  is:  but  the  fact  remains  that  I  have 
that  marvelous  dress  for  fifteen  dollars,  and  the  loan  of  my  pin  for  a  few 
days;  and  I’m  going  to  take  her  up  on  it  if  you’ll  lend  me  your  pin  to  wear 
to  New  Haven.  The  situation  is  desperate  and  requires  desperate — am  I 
quoting  a  proverb?” 

“No  doubt,”  said  Natalie,  “but  we  are  not  discussing  proverbs.  Let  me 
look  at  your  pin.”  She  examined  it  critically.  “They  are  certainly  enough 
alike  to  be  twins,”  she  conceded.  “Even  the  initials  are  almost  the  same — 
yours  are  R.  L.  H.  and  mine  are  J.  R.  H.  All  right,  Mel;  I'll  lend  it  to  you, 
but  let  us  hope  and  pray  that  Jimmy  Hargreaves  will  not  see  fit  to  appear  at 
that  dance  and  examine  your  pin.” 

“I’ll  guard  it  with  my  life,”  Mel  promised,  trrowing  her  arms  around 
her.  “But  I’m  hoping  harder  still  that  Roddy  will  keep  his  eyes  occupied 
elsewhere.  He’s  a  sensitive  child  at  best,  and  if  he  found  me  wearing  some 
other  boy’s  pin,  I  doubt  if  he’d  even  give  me  a  chance  to  explain.  I  can’t 
ever  thank  you  enough — do  you  want  to  see  me  deliver  Roddy’s  pin  into 
Marie’s  covetous  hands?” 

“I  do  not,”  said  Natalie  promptly.  “It  strikes  me  as  almost  sacrilegious. 
I  hope  that  remarkable  dress  is  worth  all  the  trouble  it’s  causing?” 

“Peacock  blue  and  silver!”  Mel  chanted,  hugging  herself  ecstatically. 

“Lavendar  and  old  lace!”  mimiched  Natalie. 
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“Hush!  It's  a  dream,  old  darling — you  just  ought  to  see  me  in  it!  Oh, 
I  never,  never  can  thank  you  for  this  loan,  but  if  you  ever  want  m,e  to  die 
for  you,  just  say  the  word!"  And  with  that,  she  made  a  breezy  exit. 

So  a  week  went  by,  and  part  of  another,,  and  Mel  departed  for  New 
Haven  with  a  fraternity  pin  clinging  to  her  coat  for  all  the  world  like  a  gold 
potato  bug,  and  the  most  stunning  evening  dress  ever  created  reposing  in  her 
suitcase,  and  Natalie  and  Phyllis  standing  on  the  platform  to  wave  her  an 
envious  good-bye.  Then  the  big  train  bore  her  out  off  sight,  and  she  was 
lost  in  oblivion  as  far  as  the  little  world  at  the  college  was  concerned. 

The  next  morning  they  read  a  glowing  account  of  the  prom,  “one  of 
the  most  brilliant  affairs  of  the  season,”  in  a  New  Haven  daily,  and  noted 
Miss  Melicent  Stuart  listed  among  those  present.  V ery  late  that  afternoon, 
she  came  back. 

Natalie  was  seated  on  the  dressing  table,  watching  Phyllis  making  fudge 
in  a  forbidden  chafing  dish,  when  Mel  burst  in,  deposited  her  suitcase  on  a 
chair,  hugged  them  both,  pitched  her  new  hat  recklessly  across  the  room  to 
the  top  of  the  chifferobe,  and  sat  down  on  Phyllis’  trunk. 

“Are  you  glad  to  see  me  back?”  she  began. 

“It  depends,”  said  Natalie,  crossing  the  room  and  lifting  her  coat  lapel 
with  inquiring  fingers.  “I  haven’t  slept  a  wink  since  youileft.” 

Mel  pulled  her  down  on  the  trunk  beside  her.  “They’re  in  my  bag,  both 
of  them,  all  safe  and  sound,  dear  heart,”  she  assured  'her,  “but  believe  me, 
Xantippe,  I  have  borrowed  my  last  frat  pin  !” 

“What  happened?”  asked  Phyllis,  sampling  her  fudge. 

“If  you  ask  me  what  did  NOT  happen,  I  could  be  more  explicit,”  said 
Mel.  “But  I’ll  do  my  best  to  explain.  Is  that  fudge  done?” 

“No,  keep  out!"  cried  Phyllis,  waving  her  away.  “There  are  two  sand¬ 
wiches  in  that  box  on  the  table,  if  you’re  hungry.” 

Mel  procured  the  sandwiches  and  began  her  story. 

“Well,”  she  said  between  bites,  “It  started  off  in  the  usual  way.  I  was, 
of  course,  duly  excited  after  I  had  kissed  you  two  sad  adieu  at  the  station, 
but  my  journey  was  decidedly  uneventful.  I  don't  think  a  single  thing  hap¬ 
pened,  except  that  a  very  young  lieutenant  tried  to  talk  to  me,  and  I  snubbed 
hint — yes,  I  certainly  did,  Natalie,  and  I’m  going  to  tell  you  all  about  it  as 
quick  as  I  can. 

“It  was  late  when  I  got  to  New  Haven,  and  Roddy  met  me  in  a  gor¬ 
geous  peacock  blue  limousine  upholstered  in  gray;  I  don’t  know  where  it 
came  from',  but  he  said  he  didn’t  steal  it.  But  I  see  you  want  me  to  skip 
preliminaries,  so,  waiving  all  ceremony,  I  will  proceed.  We  got  to  the 
dance  on  time,  and  I  looked  beautiful — really  I  did.  I  thought  Roddy  was 
going  to  ask  me  to  marry  him  on  the  spot,  and  I  still  believe  he  would,  only 
we  were  in  such  a  hurry.  That  dress  was  ever  so  much  prettier  than  I  re¬ 
membered  it!  The  blue  was  so  blue,  and  the  silver  so  sparkly,  and  the  tulle 
gave  it  an  ethereal — ” 

“We’ve  seen  the  dress,”  Natalie  reminded  her. 

Mel  ignored  the  interruption.  “An  ethereal  look  that  was  very  fetching,” 
she  continued. 

"Of  course  I  met  scads  of  DARLING  boys,  and  there  were  a  lot  there  I 
knew  last  year,  and  I  had  a  m'arvelous  time.  Exactly.  I  was  so  busy  flirt- 
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ing  with  them,  I  didn’t  have  time  to  look  around  at  all ;  but  after  I’d  had  the 
first  dance  with  Roddy,  he  turned  me  over  to  a  fellow  named  Carrington — 
you  know  him,  Natalie;  that  tall,  good-looking  blonde  from  New  Orleans — ■ 
and  when  we  started  off  on  a  slow  waltz,  I  happened  to  look  over  his  shoul¬ 
der,  and  Roddy  and  a  girl  were  coming  along  right  behind  us;  and  who  do 
you  suppose  the  girl  was?”  She  paused  impressively  and  scanned  her  lis¬ 
tener’s  eager  faces,  then  finished  very  slowly,  “Well,  it  was  Marie.” 

Phyllis  gasped  and  Natalie  turned  slightly  pale.  Mel  went  on  at  a  pace 
calculated  to  make  up  for  lost  time. 

“People,  you  could  have  knocked  me  over  with  a  soap  bubble!  My  heart 
turned  a  somersault  and  landed  in  my  mouth,  and  I  lost  step.  Carrington 
looked  at  me  as  if  he  thought  I  was  crazy,  which  he  probably  did,  and  asked 
if  I  were  cold.  My  teeth  were  kind  of  knocking  against  each  other,  sort  of 
in  sympathy  with  my  knees,  I  guess,  but  I  managed  to  say  no,  that  I  was 
hot ;  so  he  took  me  into  the  conservatory  to  cool  off.  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
I  was  hot  in  one  place;  I  assure  you,  Natalie,  that  frat  pin  was  burning  a 
hole  straight  through  my  dress,  and  I  felt  exactly  as  I  do  when  an  elevator 
starts  down  real  fast — kind  of  breathless. 

“Well,  Carrington  took  me  off  to  one  side  by  a  window  and  made  me 
sit  down  in  a  chair  behind  some  palms,  and  showed  me  the  moon,  and  all 
that  sort  of  thing,  and  started  fanning  me  and  telling  me  how  I  put  every 
other  girl  there  completely  in  the  shade.  By  that  time  I  was  so  scared  my 
blood  felt  like  ice  water,  but  I  couldn’t  tell  him  not  to  fan  me,  because  I’d 
just  said  I  was  burning  up;  but  I  let  him  rave  on,  and  I  looked  as  interested 
as  I  could. 

“Then  lo  and  behold,  Roddy  and  Marie  drifted  in  ami  sat  down  on  the 
other  side  of  the  room,  but  they  didn’t  see  us.  I’d  have  g'iven  five  dollars, 
if  I’d  had  it,  to  hear  what  they  were  saying;  but  that  orchestra  was  milking 
more  noise  than  a  German  offensive,  so  I  had  to  be  content  with  watching. 

“That  girl  looked  like  three  million  dollars,  Phyl !  she  had  on  a  perfectly 
stunning  scarlet  velvet  gown,  and  her  hair  was  twisted  ’way  up  high  and 
held  up  with  a  tall,  shiny  comb — Spanish  effect,  you  know,  and  she  was 
talking  a  blue  streak;  I  could  tell  that  by  the  way  she  used  her  hands, 
though  her  back  was  turned  toward  me.  And  the  tragic  part  was  that  Roddy 
looked  interested. 

“I  feasted  my  eyes  on  the  dazzling  vision  for  about  three  minutes,  and 
having  reached  the  limit  of  endurance,  I  interrupted  Carrington’s  remarks 
about  my  eyes,  and  asked  him  who  she  was. 

“He  is  an  affable  child,  and  not  noticeably  adverse  to  talking,  so  he 
didn’t  stop  with  the  information  that  she  was  Marie  Reynolds,  but  continued 
with  her  history  from  the  nursery  to  the  embalmer. 

“He  said  she  was  a  French-Canadian,  and  came  on  a  bid  from  a  boy 
from  her  home  town  who  has  been  wild  about  her  all  his  life.  Roddy  and 
some  other  boys  spent  several  weeks  at  her  father’s  home  when  they  were 
hunting  in  Canada  three  summers  ago,  and  she  fell  for  Roddy.  Used  to 
write  him  love  letters  and  send  him  boxes  and  stuff — that’s  the  French  of  it; 
and  he  used  to  see  her  sometimes  when  he’d  come  down  to  see  me,  after  she 
began  working  for  Therese.  Therese  is  her  aunt,  by  the  way. 

“Carrington  said  it  never  seemed  to  dawn  on  Roddy  that  she  was  crazy 
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about  him,  and  he  told  her  all  about  me,  and  that  I  had  his  pin,  and  so  forth 
and  so  on,  and  she  was  so  jealous  she  nearly  died. 

“Carrington  told  it  pretty  much  as  a  joke,  but  when  he  finished,  he 
looked  kind  of  thoughtful,  and  said  that  Marie  was  an  awfully  bright  girl, 
and  he  didn’t  know  but  that  she  might  bear  watching  where  Roddy  was 
concerned. 

“I  was  so  dazed,  the  real  situation  hardly  dawned  on  me,  and  before  I 
could  get  my  thoughts  clear,  Jimmy  Hargreaves — ” 

“Jimmy!”  gasped  Natalie. 

“Yes,  dear,  Jimmy.  ’  It  was  the  first  big  affair  they’d  had  since  he  grad¬ 
uated,  and  he  was  helping  them  celebrate.” 

“Go  on,”  said  Natalie  shortly. 

“Believe  me,  Xantippe,  I’m  glad  I  didn’t  get  you  into  any  trouble 
with  him,”  said  Mel  thankfully.  “I  verily  believe  you  would  have  disowned 
me.  Where  was  I?  Oh,  yes;  as  I  was  saying,  Jimmy  came  in  and  greeted 
me  like  a  long  lost  brother,  and  bore  me  away  ostensibly  to  dance,  but  really 
to  hear  the  latest  news  from  Miss  Brent — meaning  you,  Natalie!”  she  said 
shaking  her. 

“I  hear  you,”  said  Natalie.  “Hurry  and  get  the  agony  over  with.” 

“Well,  I've  always  been  fond  of  Jimmy,”  Mel  went  on,  “and  I  fully 
intend  to  be  present  when  the  preacher  makes  you  his,  so  to  speak,  but  for 
once  in  my  life,  I  could  not  find  one  word  to  say.  That  frat  pin  felt  so  con¬ 
spicuous  on  my  dress,  I  fully  expected  it  to  draw  his  eyes  like  a  magnet,  and 
if  it  had,  I  am  quite  sure  he  would  have  snatched  it  off  and  shouted,  ‘Ha! 
Traitor!’  like  the  hero  in  the  movies  does  when  he  tracks  the  villain  to  his 
lair. 

“But  the  sweet  child  never  glanced  toward  it,  and  directly  I  began  to 
feel  easier,  and  my  tongue  loosened  up  a  little;  so  I  was  just  in  the  exact 
geometrical  center  of  a  highly  enbellished  yarn  about  you,  Natalie — no,  I 
couldn’t  tell  you  what  it  was  to  save  my  life — when  Roddy  touched  Tim  on 
the  shoulder  and  broke. 

“Well,  I  took  one  look  at  his  face,  and  I  knew  that  for  some  reason  or 
other,  the  game  was  up,  you  see,  and  I  was  sure  as  I  am  sure  I’m  sitting  here 
that  the  reason  was  Marie,  though  I  still  hadn’t  quite  figured  out  what  she’d 
done.  Rig'ht  then  I  could  have  choked  her,  but  she  had  prudently  vanished 
so  Roddy  and  I  danced  down  the  hall  in  stony  silence,  and  cold  chills  were 
simply  chasing  each  other  up  and  down  my  spine. 

“He  stopped  abruptly  when  we  came  to  the  end  of  the  floor,  and  escorted 
me  off  behind  one  of  those  everlasting  palms,  which  was  exactly  what  I 
expected  ;  and  we  sat  down  and  looked  at  each  other  for  about  a  minute 
without  saying  a  word;  or  at  least  he  looked  at  me,  and  I  looked  around 
for  Marie.  If  I  had  seen  her  at  that  instant,  there  would  have  been  battle, 
murder,  and  sudden  death,  and  I  would  have  been  responsible  for  it. 

“At  any  rate,  the  silence  was  growing  embarrassing,  so  I  pulled  myself 
together  and  gave  him  the  sweetest  smile  I  could  muster- — which  wasn’t 
very  sweet  right  then.  But  he  rose  to  the  occasion  nobly  and  tried  to  return 
it,  though  I  must  say  he  made  a  poorer  out  of  it  than  I  did.  That  supple¬ 
mented  my  courage  still  further,  so  I  asked  him  if  he  were  having  a  nice 
time.  It  was  a  very  ill-chosen  remark,  but  I  didn’t  know  it  till  after  I’d  said 
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“He  said  he  wasn’t.  I  waited  for  him  to  offer  some  explanation,  but 
as  none  was  forthcoming,  I  continued  in  my  best  conversational  tone  that  I 
thought  the  music  was  heavenly,  and  the  floor  pluperfect,  and  the  dancing 
divine;  and  when  I  got  that  far,  I  couldn't  resist  a  cut  at  him  to  save  my  life, 
so  I  threw  in  a  very  tactless  rem'ark  about  lovely  French-Canadians  in  red 
dresses. 

“And  at  that,  what  did  the  cheerful  idiot  do  but  hold  out  his  hand  and 
say,  ‘May  I  see  that  pin  a  moment?’ 

“I  saw  my  finish,  and  my  heart  sank  to  forty-five  below  zero.  I  had  a 
wild  desire  to  get  down  on  my  knees  and  beg  him  not  to  look  at  it,  but  that 
isn’t  done  in  our  best  circles,  you  know,  so  I  said  in  a  very  frigid  voice, 
‘Why,  certainly ;  as  long  as  you  like.’ 

“And  1  tried  to  take  it  off  with  all  haste,  but  my  fingers  were  trembling 
so,  it  took  me  forever  to  unfasten  the  safety  catch.  However,  his  hand  was 
shaking,  too,  when  he  took  it,  so  that  made  me  feel  better. 

“I  saw  him  turn  it  over,  and  then  I  looked  the  other  way  and  shut  my 
eyes ;  and  after  an  interval — a  quarter  of  a  minute  by  the  clock,  I  guess,  and 
a  quarter  of  a  century  by  my  feelings — he  laid  it  back  in  my  hand,  and  said 
in  the  most  cheerful  voice  I  ever  heard,  ‘There;  put  it  back  on,  little  girl.  I 
knew  it  was  all  right.’ 

“Well !  I  came  very  near  fainting  again,  and  though  I  felt  that  I  should 
by  rights  have  asked  some  questions,  I  was  so  dazed  by  this  astonishing 
good  luck,  all  I  could  do  was  to  acccept  it  and  pick  the  pin  up.  But  when 
I  saw  the  initials,  I  dropped  it  again.  They  were  his. 

“I  thought  I  had  enough  surprises  for  one  night  to  make  me  proof 
against  showing  it,  but  I  almost  went  to  pieces  at  that. 

“Roddy  picked  it  up  and  pinned  it  back  on  my  dress  himself,  and  I  don’t 
believe  I  could  have  spoken  if  my  life  depended  on  it.  I  was  simply  dazed. 

“Natalie,  I  would  have  sworn  I  was  wearing  Jimmy’s  pin!  I  was  so  sure 
of  it,  it  took  me  ever  so  long  for  it  to  dawn  on  me  that  I  had  given  Marie 
the  wrong  one.  I  had  them  both  in  my  hand,  and  we  both  thought  she  was 
getting  Roddy’s.  I  never  saw  those  tiny  initials,  and  she  didn’t  know  they 
weren’t  his  when  she  looked  at  them.” 

“What  on  earth  did  she' tell  him?”  Phyllis  asked. 

“That  brings  on  more  talk,”  said  Mel.  “By  the  time  Roddy  had  gotten 
the  pin  back  in  place  and  held  out  his  hand  for  me  to  go  back  and  dance,  I 
had  come  to  myself  sufficiently  to  demand  an  explanation,  so  he  sat  down 
again  and  gave  it.  It  didn’t  take  long,  because  Carrington  had  already  told 
me  most  of  it. 

“Marie  was  very  clever  about  it.  Talked  like  she  was  very  fond  of  me, 
and  all  that,  and  thought  I  was  such  a  sweet  girl,  and  she  was  glad  to  have 
a  chance  to  help  me  out  of  an  embarrassing  situation.  She  told  him  I  had 
been  going  a  great  deal  with  another  boy,  was  wearing  his  frat  pin,  and  was 
wild  about  him,  but  that  I  thought  so  much  of  Roddy,  I  hated  to  tell  him. 

“She  said  I  was  wearing  the  mythical  boy’s  pin  tonight  in  the  forlorn 
hope  that  it  would  somehow  help  me  out,  or  that  Roddy  would  see  it — some¬ 
thing  on  that  order. 

“She’s  queer.  I  don’t  know  what  she  thought  Rod  would  do,  but  she 
evidently  meant  to  break  us  up — and  if  the  pins  hadn’t  gotten  mixed,  she 
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wouldn’t  have  missed  it  far.  Roddy  said  he  was  simply  seeing  stars.” 

“Did  you  confess?”  Natalie  inquired. 

“I  did  not,”  said  Mel.  “Oh,  I  explained  the  other  boy  away — told 
him  there  wasn't  any  such  animal,  and  all  that.  But  I  believe  in  letting 
sleeping  dogs  lie.  Roddy  is  a  man,  and  he  would  certainly  have  been  a  bit 
nasty  about  it. 

“Bet  when  I  got  home,  I  was  so  mad  I  was  seeing  moons.  I  stopped  by 
Therese’s  coming  out  to  the  college  and  rescued  Jimmy’s  pin — you  can  get 
it  out  of  my  bag,  Natalie — and  told  Marie  in  my  most  polite  society  manner 
that  I  found  I  had  unintentionally  cheated  her  in  the  matter  of  pins,  so  of 
course  I  couldn’t  keep  the  dress.” 

“What  did  she  say?”  said  Phyllis,  pouring  her  candy  into  a  plate. 

“Well,  she  wasn’t  embarrassed  at  all,  and  I’m  sure  I  don’t  know  why,” 
Mel  marvelled.  “She  just  laughed  and  returned  the  pin  with  many  thanks, 
and  told  me  to  keep  the  dress  to  remember  her  by;  and  she  says  she’s  going 
to  marry  the  Canadian  who  invited  her  down.  And  as  far  as  I’m  concerned, 
I  may  eventually  get  over  the  shock  of  these  last  few  days,  but  I’m  sure  I'll 
never  look  the  same.  I  feel  like  a  somnambulist.” 

“We’ll  wake  up  in  a  day  or  two,”  Natalie  promised,  “and  I'll  ease  your 
mind  now,  by  forgiving  you  for  the  frightful  scare  you’ve  given  me,  and  your 
conscience  by  promising  to  hold  on  to  Jimmy’s  pin  from  now,  henceforward 
and  forever,  until  Death — or  Jimmy — do  us  part.” 

“Jimmy  won’t,"  said  Mel,  looking  at  her  encouragingly. 

“And  it’s  too  exciting  to  worry  about  anything  else,”  cried  Phyllis.  “Have 
some  fudge !” 

Charlotte  Tellford,  ’24 
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Kate  Yarbrough . President 

Margaret  Russell . Secretary 

Sarah  W  ilson . Senior  Representative 

Margaret  Russell  . Junior  Representative 

Agenora  Adams . Sophomore  Representative 

Sarah  Dunlap  . Freshman  Representative 

Lizzie  Wells  Thompson . Special  Class  Representative 

Mrs.  S.  C.  Byrd  |  tt  ,  p  ■ 

Mrs.  A.  S.  Beard]  J  1 
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Kate  Yarborough 


Sarah  Wilson 
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Margaret  Russel 
Mrs.  A.  S.  Beard 
Sarah  Dunlap 
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Alene  Spivey  . President 

Kate  Yarbrough  . \'Tice-President 

Margaret  Patterson . Secretary 

Margaret  Russell . Treasurer 

CHAIRMEN  OF  COMMITTEES. 

Kathleen  McCaskill . Missionary 

Laurie  Moore . Social 

Sara  Wilson  . Religious  Meetings 

Kate  Yarbrough  . Membership 

Leila  Margaret  Dixon . Social  Service 

Margaret  Patterson . Educational 
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Kathleen  McCaskell 
Margaret  Russell 
Lei  a  Margaret  Dixon 


Sarah  Wilson 
Kate  Yarborough 
Laurie  Moore 


Margaret  Patterson 
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PALLADIAN  LITERARY  SOCIETY. 


•flaUafrtmt  litterary  ^nrirttj 

Presidents 

Kate  Yarbrough . .  .First  Term 

Kathleen  McCaskill . Second  Term 

MEMBERS 


Angle,  Jennie 

Fogle,  Marguerite 

McCullough,  Virginia 

Bailey,  Lula 

Folk,  Ruth 

McKinnon,  Mary 

Baggott,  Sara 

Gary,  Pelleree 

Moore,  Laurie 

Blair,  Marx- 

Gamble,  Janie 

O’Bryan,  Gertrude 

Black,  Edith 

Grady,  Elizabeth 

Price,  Dorothy 

Bethea,  Emily 

Ham,  Nida 

Query,  Lois 

Blalock,  Nannelle 

Holt, Dora 

Riley,  Lizzie  Mae 

Boozer,  Josephine 

Hay,  Julia 

Stack,  Rhoda 

Bruce,  Martha 

I luggins,  Lorena 

Simpson,  Iva 

Briggs,  Lila 

Haigler,  Mary 

Sloan,  Anna  Rice 

Chappell,  Ruby 

Haigler,  Vernon 

Shaw,  Elizabeth 

Clarke,  Esther 

Jones,  Jane 

Schuman,  Francis 

Coleman,  Clyde 

Jones,  Rowena 

Tittsworth,  Laura 

Copeland,  Nan 

Kearse,  Beatrice 

T uten,  Olive 

Copeland,  B. 

Kennedy,  Helen 

Wooten,  Maude 

Copeland,  Lula 

Lacoste,  Marie 

Wolfe,  Agnes 

Cousar,  Mary 

Martin,  Janie 

Yarbrough,  Sarah 

Drennen,  Eugenia 

McNaull,  Mary 

Yarbrough,  Carrie 

Dusenbery,  Margaret 

McCaskill,  Kathleen 

Yarbrough,  Kate 

Evans,  Wilhemena 

McFMveen,  Johnnie 

Young,  Elizabeth 

Ellison,  Antoinette 

McCullum,  Lillys 

Young,  Annie  Lee 
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.  .President,  First  Term 
President,  Second  Term 


MEMBERS 


Adams,  A. 

Douglas,  E. 

Lykes,  E. 

Skinner,  0. 

Bailev,  C. 

Dunlap,  S. 

Lybrand,  I. 

Spann,  B. 

Belk/L. 

Faucette,  M. 

Marshall,  M. 

Spivey,  A. 

Bennett,  A. 

Ferguson,  L. 

Means,  C. 

Stuart,  S. 

Bennett,  D. 

Fleming,  V. 

Mulliens,  C. 

Stevens,  E. 

Boyd,  I. 

Gardner,  M.  L. 

Murrah,  A.  L. 

Sullivan,  R. 

Bratton,  M.  L. 

Gregg,  F. 

McCord,  M. 

Sullivan,  E. 

Brigman,  L. 

Griffin,  E. 

McDill,  J. 

Summer,  G. 

Bryson,  M. 

Griffin,  F. 

McDonald,  S. 

Telford,  C. 

Buford,  M. 

Haigler,  H. 

McElmore,  A. 

Thompson,  L.  W. 

Buford,  S. 

Haile,  E. 

Nichols,  R. 

Walker,  A. 

Bush,  M. 

Harris,  C. 

Overcash,  P. 

Walker,  E. 

Bruton,  H. 

Harrison,  A.  H. 

Owens,  V. 

Wannamaker,  E. 

Copeland,  H. 

Heller,  M. 

Patterson,  L. 

Washington,  E.  L. 

Copeland,  M.  L. 

Henry,  M. 

Patterson,  M. 

Welsh,  M.  B. 

Caldwell,  L. 

Hooten,  N. 

Pearce,  S. 

White,  F. 

Caldwell,  M. 

Hope,  M. 

Peteikin,  E. 

Whiteside,  C. 

Carmichael,  S. 

Hubbard,  T. 

Phoenix,  L. 

Wiles,  A. 

Carrigan,  E. 

Johnson,  L. 

Powers,  S. 

Williams,  M. 

Clark,  E. 

Jones,  J. 

Porter,  G. 

Wilson,  S. 

C  leek  ley,  M. 

Jenkens,  L. 

Rabb,  G. 

Woodson,  M, 

Cox,  M. 

Carson,  D. 

Daniels,  G. 

Kirkland,  G. 
Langford,  H. 
Langford,  H. 

Rahner,  P. 

Roe,  A. 

Russell,  M. 

Wright,  J. 
Willingham,  K. 
Wier,  D. 

Dantzler,  R. 

Lawton,  C. 

Save,  J. 

Daugherty,  L. 

De  Laney,  G. 

Lawton,  K. 

Lea,  E. 

Scott,  M. 

Scurry,  L. 

Young,  D. 

Zeigler,  L. 

Dickson,  L.  M. 

Lucius,  H. 

Seabrook,  H. 

Zimmerman,  N. 

Lucius,  L.  L. 

Shaw,  M. 
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Adams,  A. 

Daniels,  G. 

McNaull,  M. 

Allison,  S. 

Dinkins,  E. 

Moore,  L. 

Baggott,  S. 

Dixon,  L. 

Patterson,  L. 

Bailey,  L. 

Douglas,  E. 

Patterson,  M. 

Bailey,  N. 

Drake,  L. 

Phoenix,  L. 

Bailev,  C. 

Drennen,  E. 

Pearce,  S. 

Belk, L. 

Dunlap,  S. 

Quinn,  L. 

Bennett,  D. 

Evans,  E. 

Rahb,  J. 

Black,  E. 

Ferguson,  L. 

Rahner,  P. 

Blalock,  N. 

Folk,  R. 

Riley,  L. 

Boyd,  T. 

Gill,  E. 

Russell,  M. 

Briggs,  L. 

Gregg,  F. 

Save,  J. 

Brigman,  L. 

Griffin,  E. 

Scott,  M. 

Bratton,  M. 

Haigler,  V. 

Shaw,  E. 

Bruce,  M. 

Ham,  N. 

Simpson,  L. 

Bruton,  H. 

Harris,  C. 

Skinner,  0. 

Byrson,  M. 

Harrison,  A. 

Spann,  B. 

Buford,  S. 

Holt,  D. 

Spivey,  A. 

Bush,  M. 

Hope,  M. 

Stack,  R. 

Cannon,  E. 

Jenkins,  L. 

Walker,  A. 

Carson,  D, 

Johnson,  L. 

Walker,  E. 

Clark,  E. 

Jones,  J. 

Welch,  M. 

Clark,  E. 

Jones,  R. 

Wiles,  A. 

Cleckley,  M. 

Kennedy,  H. 

Woodson,  M. 

Copeland,  N. 

Langford,  H. 

Wooten,  M. 

Copeland,  B. 

Lucius,  H. 

Yarbrough,  C. 

Copeland,  M. 

Lucius,  L. 

Yarbrough,  S. 

Cox,  M. 

McCullom,  L. 

McEl  veen,  J. 

Zimmerman,  LT. 
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Eliza  Lykes  \ 

Lalla  Lee  Luciusf 

Evelyn  Lea  . Exchange  Editor 
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Mary  Caldwell  . Society  Editor 

Alene  Spivey . Y.  W.  C.  A.  Editor 

Constance  Harris  . Local  Editor 

Janie  McDill . Athletic  Editor 

Phylis  Rahner  . Joke  Editor 

Carolyn  Lawton  . Alumnae  Editor 

Grace  Summer . Fine  Arts  Editor 
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S.  Wilson 
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E.  Lvkes 
M.  Russell 
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C.  Harris 
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LOUISE  FERGUSON 
Handsomest 
Most  Stylish 


HESSIE  SEABROOK 
Cutest 

EDITH  BLACK 
Daintiest 


JANIE  McDILL 
Prettiest 

CORINNE  BAILEY 
Most  Attractive 
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MARGARET  COX 
Most  Studious 
Most  Brilliant 
PHYLIS  RHAUER 
Faculty  Pet 
Most  Independent 


LUCILE  BELLS 
Most  Literary 
LAURIE  MOORE 
Best  Musician 


MARY  McNAULL 
Most  Capable 
KATE  YARBROUGH 
Most  Sincere 
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MARGARET  RUSSELL 
Most  Popular 
Best  All-round 
SARA  BAGGOTT 
Most  College  Spirited 


LOIS  QUERY 
Best  Athlete 
GENE  RABB 
Fastest  Talker 


DORIS  YOUNG 
Most  Original 
HELEN  BRUTON 
Biggest  Bluffer 
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MUSIC  CLUB 
Dr.  H.  H.  Bellamann 


Iva  Simpson 
Mrs.  II.  H.  Bellamann 


Annie  H.  Harrison 
Sara  Baggott 
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Dixon,  L.  M. 
Bratton,  M.  L 
Rahner,  P. 
Black,  E. 


Harris,  C. 
Haigler,  V. 
Copeland,  B. 
Skinner,  O. 
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Copeland,  M. 
McDonald,  S. 
Stuart,  S. 


Domestic  Art  Club 

Briggs,  L. 

Daugherty,  L. 

Pearce,  S. 

Haigler,  M. 


Fetner,  H. 
Bennett,  A. 
Hubbard,  T. 


McCollum,  L. 
Pearce,  S. 
Daugherty,  L. 


Domestic  Science  Club 

Bennett,  A. 

Blair,  M. 

Copeland,  M. 


Griffin,  F. 
Hubbard,  Thelma 
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“Here’s  to  the  land  of  the  long  leaf  pine, 

The  summer  land  where  the  sun  doth  shine, 

Where  the  weak  grow  strong  and  the  strong  grow  great, 

Here’s  to  down  home,  the  old  North  State.” 

De  Ette  Bennett  a  w;i*c  Lizzie  Wells  Thompson 

Lucile  Bells  Anne  VN  ,les  Sarah  Allison 
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Flower- — Morning  Glory  (?)  Motto — Too  much  sleep  is  just  enough 

Place  of  Meeting — In  the  land  of  Nod.  Time  of  Meeting — Dream  Time 

MEMBERS 

Ella  Wannamaker  Rebecca  Dantzler  Nora  Zimmerman  Lucille  Belk 


HONORARY  MEMBERS 


Winkle 
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X. 
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Hang  out:  “Corner”  Beauty  Parlor 
Nightly  Topic:  “Bang”  Curling. 
Object:  To  live  with  a  “Bang.” 


Baby  Bangs”  Haigler 
Sunshine”  Haigler 
Chink”  Riley 
Shampoo”  Fogle 


Tong”  Rabb 
Jinx”  Lykes 
Cutter”  Evans 
Kinks”  Patterson 
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Time  of  Meeting:  Whenever  cake  is  around. 

Place  of  Meeting:  Wherever  cake  is  found.  Favorite  Pastime:  Cake  Walk. 
Members  Favorite  Cake 

Carolyn  Lawton . (Lady  Baltimore) 

Gertrude  O’Bryan  . (Strawberry  Short  Cake) 

Miss  Godbold  . (Lemon) 

Eva  Clarke  . (Devil’s  Food) 

Helen  Kennedy  .  (Fruit) 

Leila  Margaret  Dixon  . (Angel’s  Food) 

Grace  Summer  . (Chocolate) 

Kathryn  Lawton  . (Cocoanut) 
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Motto:  Never  let  your  studies  interfere  with  your  education. 

Time  of  Meeting:  “All  the  time.”  Place  of  Meeting:  “Everywhere.’ 

Purpose:  “To  set  the  right  example.” 

“Little”  Black  “Polly”  Overcash 

“Bill”  Ham  “Rhodia”  Stack 

“Dr.”  Moore  “Red”  Walker 

Hobby:  “English” 
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Corinne  Bailey 
Louise  Ferguson 
Blanche  Spann 


Harriette  Lucius 
Lalla  Lee  Lucius 
Lena  Daugherty 
Lila  Briggs 


Bessie  Seabrook 
Virginia  Owens 
Elizabeth  Douglass 
Elizabeth  Gradv 


Helen  Bruton 
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Mary  Henry 
Anna  Rice  Sloan 
Nannelle  Blalock 


R.  Copeland 
Man  McCord 
J  )oris  Yound 


Nan  Copeland 
Ruth  Nichols 
liowena  Jones 


Julie  Hay 
Sarah  Dunlap 
Honda  Copeland 
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MEMBERS 


Langley,  G. 
Bruton,  H. 

R abb,  Ci. 
Weir,  1). 
Tallon,  M. 


Guerrv,  E. 
Marshall,  M. 
Whiteside,  C. 
Wilson,  D. 
White,  S. 


Page  One  Hundred  Twenty-t/iree 


Page  One  Hundred  Twenty-four 


...j 


Page  One  Hundred  Twenty- jive 


STUDENT  VOLUNTEER  BAND 


Page  One  Hundred  Twenty-six 


Alma  .{Hatrr 

With  joy  we  hail  thee  once  again, 

Our  Alma,  Alma  Mater, 

With  pride  we  think  upon  thy  gain 
Our  Alma,  Alma  Mater. 

For  thee  we’ll  lift  our  voice  in  praise 
For  thee  we’ll  work  thro’  endless  days 
For  she  who  goes  and  she  who  stays 
Will  cherish  Alma  Mater. 

Hail  to  thy  halls  of  learning  great 
Our  noble  Alma  Mater 
Hail  to  the  builders  of  our  fate 
Our  Alma,  Alma  Mater. 

Tho’  we  may  tread  thy  courts  no  more 
Yet  of  thy  knowledge  what  a  store 
Will  bear  to  others  evermore 
Our  Alma,  Alma  Mater. 

When  in  the  future  we  shall  gaze 
At  gentle  Alma  Mater. 

We’ll  see  her  through  a  misty  haze 
Our  Alma,  Alma  Mater. 

Yes,  in  the  light  of  coming  days 
We’ll  joy  to  watch  her  glory  blaze, 

And  sing  with  triumph  hymns  and  lays 
To  honor  Alma  Mater. 

(Tn  Utij  ^nttora 

I  know  some  girls  who  are  fine  and  true, 

Who  are  charming,  fair  and  sweet ; 

Serious  withal,  yet  merry  too, 

Delightful  to  know  and  to  meet! 

Their  eager  eyes  at  lecture  hours 
Are  truly  an  inspiration. 

For  “Beauty,  Goodness  and  Truth”,  they’ve  powers 
Of  ready  appreciation. 

Grave  dignity  is  theirs  at  will. 

They  rejoice  in  responsibility. 

For  youth  is  earnest  and  high  souled  still, 

Ever  loves  and  seeks  nobility. 

Is  it  strange,  then,  that  I  should  say, — 

Whether  in  work  or  in  play — 

To  have  known  them  is  a  pleasure ! 

May  gladness  without  measure, 

Good  fortune  and  success  attend 

Their  pathway,  even  to  life’s  end  ! 

E.  B.  S. 

'To  the  English  Seniors. 
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INI i ss  Godbold 


Varsity  Captain 
Sara  Baggett 


Varsity  Man  a 
Sarah  W  ilson 
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Athldtr  Assnriatinu 


OFFICERS 

Sara  Baggott  . President  Eugenia  Drennen  . Secretary 

Margaret  Russell  ...Vice-President  Margaret  Cox . Treasurer 


Adams,  A. 

Caldwell,  M. 

MEMBERS 

Fogle,  M.  Lucius,  H. 

Patterson,  M. 

Telford,  C. 

Allison,  S. 

Copeland,  M. 

Gary,  P. 

Lawton,  C. 

Pearce,  S. 

Thornley,  M. 

Amaker,  C. 

Copeland,  L. 

Gardner,  L. 

Lawton,  K. 

Peterkin,  E. 

Tittsworth,  L. 

Bailey,  L. 

Copeland,  N. 

Gamble,  J. 

La  Coste,  M. 

Price,  D. 

Taber,  B. 

Bailey,  C. 

Copeland,  B. 

Gregg,  F. 

Langford,  H. 

Phoenix,  L. 

Thompson,  0. 

Baggott,  S. 

Cousar,  M. 

Grady,  E. 

Lvkes,  E. 

Query,  L. 

Thompson,  L.  W. 

Bethea,  E. 

Coleman.  C. 

Griffin,  F. 

Lea,  E. 

Quinn,  I.  M. 

Walker,  E. 

Belk,  L. 

•  Clark, E. 

Haigler,  M. 

Lemmond,  E. 

Rahner,  P. 

Walker,  A. 

Bennett,  A. 

Clark,  E. 

Haigler,  H. 

Martin,  E. 

Rabb,  G. 

Wannamaker,  E. 

Bennett,  D. 

Cox,  M. 

Hope,  M. 

Mazvck,  H. 

Riley,  L.  M. 

Washigton,  E.  L. 

Bryson,  M. 

Cleckley,  M. 

Haile,  E. 

McCullough,  U. 

Shaw,  E. 

Wilson,  S. 

Blalock,  N. 

Cottingham,  L. 

Henry,  M. 

McCord,  M. 

Scott,  M. 

Willingham,  K. 

Black,  E. 

Dantzler,  A. 

Heller,  M. 

McElveen,  T.  M. 

Simpson,  I. 

West,  M. 

Boozer,  [. 

Davis,  M. 

Hay,  J. 

McCaskill,  K. 

Skinner,  O. 

Wooten,  M. 

Boyd,  T. 

Daugherty,  L. 

Hubbard,  T. 

McDill,  J. 

Spann,  B. 

Wolfe,  A. 

Briggs,  L. 

Dixon,  L.  M. 

Harris,  C. 

McCallum,  L. 

Sloan,  A.  D. 

White,  F. 

Brigman,  L. 

Dinkins,  E. 

Holt,  D. 

McElveen,  S. 

Summer,  G. 

Wright,  J. 

Bruce,  M. 

Douglas,  E. 

Ham,  N. 

McNaull,  M. 

Stack,  R. 

Yarbrough,  S. 

Buford,  S. 

Drennan,  E. 

Jones,  R. 

Moore,  L. 

Spivey,  A. 

Yarbrough,  C. 

Buford,  M. 

Dunlap,  S. 

Jones,  J. 

Murrah,  A.  L. 

Russeil,  M. 

Yarbrough,  K. 

Bush,  M. 

Dusenbury,  M. 

Johnson,  L. 

Nickles,  R. 

Saye,  J. 

Young,  E. 

Carrigan,  E. 

Evans,  W. 

Kearse,  B. 

Overcash,  P. 

Save,  R. 

Young,  D. 

Carmichael,  S. 

Faucette,  M. 

Kennedy,  H. 

O’Bryan,  G. 

Seabrook,  H. 

Zimmerman,  N. 

Caldwell,  L. 

Ferguson,  L. 

Kirkland,  G. 

Owens,  V. 

Shaw,  M. 

Zimmerman,  M. 

Folk,  R. 

Lucius,  L.  L. 

Patterson,  L. 

Shuman,  F. 
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Elizabeth 


Miss  Sarah  Godbold 


Athlrtir  AHsnriatimt  Hoarfr 

OFFICERS 

Sara  Baggott  . President 

Margaret  Russell  . Vice-President 

Eugenia  Drennan  .  Secretary 

Margaret  Cox  .  t, 

.  I  reasurer 


REPRESENTATIVES 


BASKETBALL  MANAGERS 


Senior  . 

Senior  . . . . 

Junior  . 

Junior  .  .  .  . 

Sophomore  . 

Sophomore 

Freshman  . 

Freshman .  . 

Academy  . 

Varsity. .  .  . 

Faculty . 

Coach . 

Shaw 


.  Agenora  Adams 
■  Louise  Ferguson 
..Sarah  Wilson 
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Lykes,  E . Forward 

Eliza  is  a  marvel  for  speed,  and  can  always  get  the  ball.  Her  shortness 
of  statue  enables  her  guard  to  break  up  many  throws  that  would  have  re¬ 
sulted  in  field  goals.  She  is  strong  on  free  throws. 


llarsttij  Haakrtball  ©rant 

Blalock,  N . Forward 

This  was  Nannell’s  first  year  of  College  basket  ball,  and  wrell  did  she 
take  advantage  of  the  opportunity  to  make  good.  She  has  remarkable  ability 
in  finding  the  basket,  and  does  her  full  share  in  “piling  up”  the  points  for 
Chicora.  She  is  not  very  good  in  free  throws  and  is  a  little  slow,  but  we 
have  faith  in  her  ability  to  correct  these  faults. 

Baggott,  S . Forward 

Sara,  our  Captain,  has  many  qualities  of  a  good  player,  ability  to  catch, 
good  eve  for  the  basket  and  speed.  As  a  Captain,  knows  her  business  thor¬ 
oughly;  she  is  well  up  on  the  rules,  does  not  hesitate  to  call  the  officials 
attention  to  violations  of  the  rules,  and  inspires  her  players  to-  do  their  best. 
However,  she  is  weak  on  free  throws.  The  college  regrets  very  much  that 
this  is  her  last  year. 

Folk,  R . Forward 

Ruth  plays  a  quick  game  and  is  very  good  on  free  throws.  She  is  rather 
short,  and  but  for  this  would  be  a  splendid  forward,  for  she  is  a  good  fighter. 
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Query,  L . Guard 

Lois  catches  and  throws  almost  perfectly  and  her  jumping  is  very  good. 
She  has  prevented  many  a  goal  by  her  jumping.  She  doesn’t  recover  very 
quickly,  and  doesn  t  stick  to  her  forward  as  closely  as  a  good  guard  should. 

Haigler,  M . Guard 

Mary’s  guarding  has  been  described  as,  “always  being  in  the  right 
place.’’  She  is  a  good  jumper,  both  upward  and  sideward,  and  a  good 
lighter.  At  times  she  is  rather  careless  about  sticking  to  her  forward.  She 
will  indeed  be  missed  next  year,  for  she  has  made  her  last  year  of  College 
ball  a  decided  success. 

Russell,  M . Guard 

Margaret  plays  a  good  all  round  game,  and  can  be  counted  on  to  do 
her  part  when  taking  either  Haigler’s  or  Query’s  place.  This  is  her  first 
year  playing  guard,  and  we  expect  great  things  of  her  next  year. 

Diennan,  E . Guard 

If  Eugenia  could  jump  and  throw  as  well  as  she  sticks  to  her  forward 
she  would  be  a  marvelous  guard.  She  is  a  good  worker  and  we  soon  expect 
her  to  be  as  good  in  all  lines,  as  she  is  in  her  ability  to  worry  her  forward. 
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Bruton,  H . Jumping  Center 

Helen’s  four  years’  experience  in  her  class  team  as  jumping  center  is 
of  great  help  in  her  varsity  playing.  She  is  quick,  a  good  thrower,  and  a 
good  fighter.  Her  only  fault  is  that  she  doesn’t  use  her  center  as  much 
as  she  should.  We  regret  this  is  her  last  year. 

Kennedy,  H . Running  Center 

In  Helen  the  College  has  a  marvel  of  speed.  She  is  master  of  the  dodge, 
pivot  and  bounce,  and  as  a  result  can  always  elude  her  opponent.  She  does 
not  play  as  good  a  defensive  game  as  she  does  offensive. 

Lucius,  H . Jumping  Center 

Harriette  is  playing  her  first  year  of  varsit}^  basket  ball,  and  has  well 
proved  her  ability  as  a  jumping  center.  She  makes  good  use  of  her  height 
and  throws  well.  She  is  slow,  but  with  experience  she  will  overcome  this 
fault.  We  are  expecting  great  things  of  her,  and  we  know  we’ll  not  be 
disappointed. 

Copeland,  L . Running  Center 

Louda  sticks  closer  to  her  opponent  on  the  defensive  than  any  other 

player.  She  is  a  good  dodger  and  a  splendid  fighter,  but  is  a  little  careless 
about  her  throwing. 

Wilson,  S . Manager 

The  College  feels  itself  fortunate  in  having  Sarah  as  a  manager  of  its 
varsity  team.  A  good  head  to  look  after  the  business  affairs  of  the  team,  a 
thorough  knowledge  of  the  game  to  be  able  to  coach  or  referee  when  neces¬ 
sary  ;  a  wonderful  personality  to  urge  the  players  to  faithfulness  at  practice, 
and  to  inspire  them  to  their  best  at  all  times.  These  are  the  characteristics 
of  a  good  manager.  Such  a  manager  is  Sarah. 
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laskfthall 

The  opening  of  the  season  saw  an  abundance  of  material  out  for  the 
team.  There  were  several  new  members  added  to  the  remainder  of  the  pre¬ 
vious  year’s  team  that  gave  promise  of  making  good.  With  a  majority  of 
last  year’s  girls  back  our  team  ought  to  make  a  good  showing. 

Chicora  67 ;  College  of  Charleston  10. 

Our  first  game  was  played  with  the  girls  from  the  College  of  Charleston. 
This  was  one  of  the  best  games  of  the  season.  Tire  girls  from  “The  City  by 
the  “Sea”  played  hard,  and  did  their  share  of  work.  But  Chicora  could  not 
be  downed. 

Chicora  62 ;  Carolnia  Co-Eds.  10. 

Our  next  game  gave  us  our  second  victory  of  the  season.  It  was  not  as 
bad  as  the  score  indicates  for  the  Co-Eds  had  a  team  composed  of  good 
players. 

Chicora  33  ;  Lenoir  9. 

Our  first  game  out  of  the  State  was  played  with  a  team  from  our  Sister 
State.  This  was  the  hardest  fought  game  played.  The  visitors  were  defeated 
making  this  our  third  consecutive  victory. 

COACH 

Our  coach,  Miss  Godbold,  came  to  us  when  we  were  on  a  downward 
slide  in  athletics,  especially  basketball.  Since  then  our  athletics  have  been 
a  success.  And  this  can  be  attributed  in  large  part  to  her  untiring  efforts. 
Too  much  praise  cannot  be  sounded  for  her.  It  was  under  her  able  leader¬ 
ship  that  vee  succeeded  in  rounding  out  a  team  that  has  been  invincible 
so  far.  And  so, 

Here’s  the  greatest,  the  finest,  the  best. 

She’s  the  one  who  is  really  the  cause  of  the  rest. 

She  is  loved  by  all,  and  without  reproach, 

So  here’s  to  our  wonderful,  wonderful  coach. 
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i>nunr  laskrthall  arant 


Sarah  Baggott 

Sara  Baggott  \ 
Eliza  Lykes  j 

Mary  Haigler  \ 
Carolyn  Lawton  j 

Helen  Bruton  .  . . 

Gertrude  O’Bryan 

Elizabeth  Shaw  .  . 


g  Center 
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3/mxinr  laskrthall  ®?aut 

Lois  Query . Captain 

Ruth  Folk  ^ 

Leila  M.  Dickson  j . Forwards 

Lois  Query  | 

Margaret  Russell  j . Guards 

Doris  Young' . Jumping  Centei 

Flelen  Kennedy  . Running  Center 

Wilhelmina  Evans  \ 

Pauline  Overcash  j  . Sub  Forwards 

Mary  McNaull  }  c  ,  r,  , 

Gladys  Porter  j  . Sub  Guards 

Estell  Flaile . Sub  Jumping  Center 

Constance  Flarris  . Sub  Running  Center 

Mary  McNaull  . Manager 


Page  One  Hundred  Thirty-six 


^npltnutorr  Ufaskrtball  (i;ram 

Eugenia  Drennan . Captain 

Margaret  Cleckley  \ 

Janie  McDill  '  \  . Forwards 

Emily  Bethea  ( 

Eugenia  Drennan  \ . Guaids 

Louda  Copeland  . Jumping  Center 

Johnnie  M.  McElveen  . Running  Center 

Kathryn  e  Lawton  1  „  ,  _  , 

Mary  McCord  j . Sub  Forwards 

Margaret  Cox  }  ,  „  , 

Helen  Haigler  ) 

Dura  Holt . Sub  Jumping  Center 

Agenora  Adams  . Manager 
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JFrrslnnau  Haakrtball  (Hearn 

Harriet  Lucius  . Captain 

Nannelle  Blalock  }  -r->  A 

Prances  Gregg  ) 

Leila  Caldwell  \  Guards 

Anna  Rice  bloan  ) 

Harriet  Lucius  . Jumping  Center 

Kathleen  Willingham . Running  Center 

Rebecca  Dantzler  . Sub  Forward 

Floy  White  . Sub  Guard 

Louise  Ferguson  . Manager 
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AraiU'nut  Ilaskrtball  (Hrant 


Lila  Briggs  . 

Cora  Means 
Susan  Powers 
B.  Copeland  J 
Susie  Buford  | 

Edna  Stuart  . 


Forwards 


Guards 


Jumping  Center 
Running  Center 
. . .  Sub-Forward 


Eva  Clarke 


Sub-Guard 


Nan  Copeland 


Sub-Running  Center 


M ary  Henry . 

Margaret  Woodson 


anager 
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UmtniB  uJournamrnt 


McDill,  J. 
Simpson,  I. 
Spann.  B. 

\\  annamaker, 
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Much  Ad  o 

About  Not hi  ns 
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Gllitrora’s  Nnu  IGihranj 

Much  Ado  About  Nothing . . . Mr.  Winters 

Curiosity  Shop . Lizzie  Mae  Riley 

Vanity  Fair . . De  Ett  Bennett 

A  Fool  and  His  Money . A  Chicora  Student  at  the  Corner  Drug  Store 

Black  Rock . Steak  served  in  Dining  Hall 

The  Goose  Girl . Mary  Haigler 

Wild  Fire . Harriet  Lucius 

Scandal  Monger . Virginia  Owens 

The  Spy . Miss  White 

Les  Miserables . The  Merit  System 

Innocence  Abroad . The  High  School 

The  Iron  Woman . Miss  Patrick-69 

Tanglewood  Tales.  ..  .“Mary  Pickford”  and  “Napoleon”  trying  to  do  “in 
place  March” 

Little  Women . Misses  Harris  and  Tooten 

Freckles . Doris  Young 

The  Tempest . Lalla  Lee  Lucius 

The  Five  Little  Peppers. . .  .Dougherty,  Wiles,  Fetner,  Rollins  and  Kirkland. 

Love’s  Labor  Lost . “Crushing”  a  teacher  and  then  failing  on  exams. 

The  Call  of  The  Wild . Main  Street 

Through  the  Valley  of  Shadows . Bible  and  Ethics 


Page  One  Hundred  Forty-five 


ICatrst  Hariaztofi  at  tl|£  (Enllrur 

Judge . Mrs.  Byrd 

Vanity  Fair  . L.  Daugherty 

Current  Opinion . L.  L.  Lucius 

Everybody’s . Mr.  Whilden 

Modern  Priscilla  . Josephine  Boozer 

Musical  Observer  . Sarah  Baggott 

Life . Vernon  Haigler 

Elite  . Louise  Ferguson 

Snappy  Stories . Leila  Caldwell  and  Janie  McDili 

Fashionable  Dress-er . L.  L.  Lucius 

Current  Events . Lizzie  Wells  Thompson 

The  Independent  . Phyllis  Rahner 

The  Smart  Set  . “Dinky,”  “Crinky”  and  Harriet 

Good  Housekeeping . Sarah  Wilson 

W  orld’s  Work . Aline  Spivey 

Top  Notch  . Miss  Godbold 

Girl’s  Companion  . K.  Yarbrough 

Youth’s  Companion . Hessie  Seabrook 
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Bright  English  Student,  when  discussing  miracle  plays — “Christ  appeared 
all  dressed  in  guilt.” 

Miss  Warlick  at  the  Dentist. 

Dr.  Spigner  (as  he  pumped  hot  air  into  her  tooth),  “Do  you  feel  that  air?” 
Miss  W.,  “That  ’ere  what?” 

Miss  Clark:  Susan,  what  is  the  meaning  of  Avoirdupois? 

Susan  P. :  I  don’t  know  in  English  but  in  French  it  means,  ‘have  some  peas.’ 

University  Student :  Lalla  Lee,  do  you  know  the  difference  between  a  mirror 
and  a  woman? 

L.  L. :  No,  What  is  it? 

U.  S. :  Well,  a  mirror  reflects  without  speaking  and  a  woman  speaks  with¬ 
out  reflecting. 

L.  L. :  Oh!  Well  do  you  know  the  difference  between  you  and  a  mirror? 

U.  S. :  No— 

L.  L. :  Well  a  mirror  is  polished  and  you  are  not. 
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(SIljp  ifat?  of  a  (foliar  dirl 

There  was  once  a  little  College  girl  and  her  hat  and  bag  she  took 
For  she  said  “I’ll  go  a-walkin  along  some  shady  nook”. 

Now  it  chanced  a  Carolina  boy  was  out  in  his  classy  car 
And  he  saw  her — ere  she  had  wandered  far. 

So  he  drove  up  to  the  curbing  and  asked  in  his  gentle  way 
Would  she  care  to  go  for  a  ride  on  this  beautiful  day? 

Now  being  an  indiscreet  maiden  and  forgetting  what  it  meant 
She  climbed  into  his  classy  car — and  went. 

But  just  in  the  midst  of  this  nice  little  spree 
She  cried  in  horror  “A  teacher  I  see”. 

But  alas  of  all  misfortunes  it  was  too  late, 

She  had  been  seen  and  sealed  was  her  fate. 

And  now  alone  in  her  room  she  sits 
And  studies  her  lessons  and  sings  or  knits, 

But  she’s  learned  her  lesson  at  the  price  of  all  joy 
She’ll  never  go  ridin’  again  with  a  strange  boy. 
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AiUtrrttannrntH 


For  Sale — cheap,  one  box  of  Djer- 
Kiss  rouge.  Apply  to  Hessie 
Seabrook,  room  22  McClintock. 


For  Sale — One  sport  skirt  in  la¬ 
test  style.  Length  eighteen  inch¬ 
es,  reasonable  price.  Apply  to 
Virginia  Owens,  room  22  Mc¬ 
Clintock. 


For  Sale — One  five  pound  box  of 
andy,  two  pounds  of  sugar,  and 
other  sweets.  Apply  to  Sarah 
Baggott  and  Mary  Haigler. 


For  Sale — My  entire  chorus 
books  and  music  thrown  in — May 
be  had  at  any  price.  Apply  at 
studio  of  Mrs.  H.  H.  Bellaman. 


For  Sale — All  my  privileges  go¬ 
ing  up  town  any  time  I  please, 
cutting  any  classes,  having  dates 
when  and  with  whom  I  please 
and  innumerable  others — apply 
17  McClintock. 

Lalla  Lee  Lucius 


For  Sale — My  latin  pony  which 
I  have  used  during  my  four  years 
of  College  life.  In  excellent  con¬ 
dition.  Apply  to 

Kathleen  McCaskill 


NOTICE 

The  Seniors  will  sell  at  auction 
on  May  19th,  all  their  brains, 
books  and  any  other  college  re¬ 
quirements. 

10  o’clock  promptly. 
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He — Tell  Me  Little  Gypsy,  When  I'm  Gone  Will  You  Soon  Forget?  Honey 
if  You  Only  Knew  I  Sorter  Miss  You,  Evening  Brings  Love’s  Dreams  of 
You  and  I  Want  My  Own  Girl  Back. 

She — In  the  Evening  by  the  Moonlight  On  Miami  Shore,  I’m  Lonesome 
for  You, — That’s  All,  Wishing  for  Dreams  to  Come  True.  I’ll  be  Waiting 
For  You,  In  My  Little  Alice  Blue  Gown,  Dear  Little  Boy  O’  Mine. 

He — I’m  Forever  Thinking  of  You,  Girl  O’  Mine,  The  Time  will  Come,  When 
I  Come  to  Thee  and  All  The  World  Will  Be  Jealous  of  Me. 

She — Do  You  Know,  Dearest  One,  I’ll  Always  Be  Waiting  For  You,  Down 
Lim'erick  Way,  LTnderneath  the  Weeping  Willow,  When  Nobody  Else 
Wants  to  Love  You. 

He — I’ll  Swanee,  My  Girl  Has  Some  Wonderful  Ways,  I'm  Not  Jealous, 
but  I  Just  Don’t  Like  It.  Somebody  Misses  Somebody’s  Kisses  and  Its 
Never  Too  Late  to  be  Sorry,  Tears  Tell  The  Story  to  Me.  Please  Learn  to 
Love  and  Bring  Back  those  Bygone  Days. 

She — Was  There  Ever  a  Pal  Like  You?  You  Can’t  Drive  My  Dreams  Away 
for  I'm  Longing  For  you  so  Sweetheart,  Keep  All  Your  Love  for  Me. 

He — Oh,  Peggy — Your  Heart  is  Calling  Mine,  I’ll  be  With  You  in  Apple 
Blossom  Time,  Climbing  the  Ladder  of  Love  for  I’m  that  Good  Man  That’s 
Hard  to  Find — The  Japanese  Sandman.  Lover  Here  is  My  Heart,  I  Come  to 
Thee,  Smiling  Through  the  Radiance  in  Your  Eyes  So  Kiss  Me  Again,  Play 
Naughty  Waltz  and  Let  the  Rest  of  the  World  Go  By. 
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THE  SENIORS  AS  THEY  ART  NOT. 
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A  (Enllrrxr  (Ctrl’s  Shmtanrr 

A  gate, 

’Tis  late 

The  moon  is  low. 

Two  figures  stand  guarded 
Neath  its  pale  glow. 

A  cry, 

A  sigh, 

Two  hands  that  meet 
And  the  perfume  wafted 
Is  very  sweet. 

A  grasp 
A  clasp 

As  he  holds  her  tightly 
And  kisses  her  fondly 
'Neath  the  pale  moonlight 

A  wave,, 

She  gave. 

As  up  the  steps  she  ran 
And  turned  to  call  out 
“Oh !  father  come  again.” 


itfantltti  Nnu  $rar  iSrsnlutinna 

1.  I,  Eleanor  Scott  do  hereby  resolve  that  I  will  not  give  the  Senior 
English  class  any  more  papers  to  write. 

2.  I,  Mary  E.  White,  resolve  not  to  buy  any  more  sausage  by  the  hog. 

3.  I,  Sarah  E.  Godbold  do  hereby  resolve  from  this  day  forward  not  to 
“sit  on”  any  of  my  pupils.  (Especially  the  Seniors.) 

4.  I,  Catherine  Bellaman,  do  hereby  seize  this  opportunity  to  resolve 
that  I  will  not  scold  Chorus  any  more. 

5.  I,  Alethea  Mayes,  do  hereby  resolve  to  no  longer  inspect  the  prac¬ 
tice  rooms  and  give  “cuts.” 

6.  I,  Jean  Latimer  resolve  never  to  slam  the  devoted  state  of  South 
Carolina  again  in  the  presence  of  any  member  of  my  Sociology  class. 

7.  I,  Wilhelmina  Byrd,  being  in  a  good  frame  of  mind,  do  hereby  re¬ 
solve  to  allow  Seniors  to  have  dates  on  any  night  until  eleven. 

Why  are  New  Year  Resolutions  NEVER  kept!!! 

HCimi  ^nl  (Eors 

I,  King  Sol,  awoke  early  on  the  morning  of  September  fifteenth.  As 
usual  Aurora  pulled  back  the  rosy  curtains  and  after  I  had  scattered  a  few 
peeping  at  the  villages  first  because  they,  too,  are  early  risers.  But  this 
cozy  stars,  I  began  my  days  work  of  shining.  I  have  formed  a  habit  of 
morning  I  broke  my  habit,  for  I  knew  that  the  fifteenth  was  a  red-letter  day 
for  lots  of  those  mortal  “petty-skirts.”  In  other  words,  Chicora  College  was 
opening.  Every  fall  for  twenty-seven  years  I  have  been  present  when  the 
doors  of  Hampton  swung  back  and  girls  from  far  and  near  poured  in. 

Well,  to  get  back  to  the  morning — when  I  first  scaled  the  wall  and  sent 
my  beams  darting  thru  the  trees  and  shrubbery,  everything  looked  very  still 
and  quiet.  But  I  was  old  at  my  job  and  knew  where  to  look  to  find  the 
worth-while  sights.  And  I  saw  them!  Would  you  believe  me?  Some  of 
those — shall  we  call  them  “rats”  and  high  school  “mice”?  (I  think  “cloud¬ 
bursts”  suits  better)  were  almost  drowned  in  salt  lakes  of  tears.  It  is  a 
wonder  they  didn't  die  of  pneumonia  sleeping  in  such  marshes.  I  took  pity 
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“ 

Well,  to  get  back  to  the  morning — when  I  first  scaled  the  wall  and  sent 
on  them  and  dried  up  the  dampness  as  much  as  possible,  but  I  left  the  salt 
beds. 

I  looked  in  one  room  where  a  round-faced  “petite  fille”  was  sleeping 
with  her  tear  stains  on  both  cheeks.  In  a  few  minutes  her  eyes  popped  open 
and  seeing  me  in  the  room  the  cloudburst  started.  Poor  child,  she  didn’t 
even  remember  that  I  was  the  same  old  sun  that  had  watched  over  her  from 
the  time  she  first  laughed  at  my  funny  shadows  on  the  nursery  floor.  My 
face  was  covered  with  clouds  for  a  few  moments  and  I  too  almost  dropped 
some  tears  when  I  thought  of  how  sad  the  new  girls  must  be  if  they  thought 
I  was  a  stranger,  I  who  am  just  plain  home  folks  and  know  their  mas  and  pas 
and  all  their  great-great-grandmas ! 

Such  a  busybody  as  I  didn’t  have  time  to  hide  my  face  long.  There  were 
all  the  wise  Sophomores  and  some  of  the  Juniors  and  Seniors  to  squint  at 
before  I  left.  It  did  me  so  much  good  to  see  the  beauties  sleeping  so  peace¬ 
fully  that  I  just  smiled  like  a  June  day.  Why,  think!  The  same  wise  faces 
had  only  one  or  two  years  before  been  clouded  over  with  homesick  blues. 
And  now  they  don’t  open  their  eyes  until  their  wrist  watches  say  ten  minutes 
before  breakfast. 

I  was  smiling  at  one  of  my  last  year’s  friends  and  wondering  if  she 
would  recognize  me  when  she  awoke.  Suddenly  she  bounced  out  of  bed  and 
jerked  the  shade  down  right  in  my  face.  Now,  pray  explain,  what  objection 
there  would  be  to  my  looking  at  an  old  friend  asleep.  I'll  pay  her  back! 
Next  time  she  puts  ice-cream  in  the  window7  I’ll  melt  it  for  her  and  I  am  not 
going  to  dry  her  white  slippers,  and  I  may  weep  on  her  stockings.  Oh,  she’ll 
be  sorry  she  forgot  her  manners ! 

The  rooms  of  my  oldest  friends  looked  like  last  year’s  birds’  nests.  But, 
then,  I  knew7  the  21’s  w7ould  hardly  come  for  a  wreek  yet.  I  tried  to  brighten 
up  the  rooms  and  give  them  a  warm  reception.  But  I  never  could  outrival 
dust.  And  let  me  say  right  here  that  I  am  the  worst  sort  of  enemy  to  dust 
and  frowns.  It  is  either  dustless  and  frownless  or  sunless.  ' 

I  About  this  time,  an  early  bird  brought  me  a  message  from  town  saying 

the  shops  were  ready  to  open,  and  bidding  me  come  on.  I  have  been  back  to 
Chicora  several  times  since,  but  they  complained  that  I  w7as  smiling  too 
much  and  it  made  them  hot.  I  am  giving  them  the  cold  shoulder  right  now. 
Wonder  how  that  suits  them? 

Last  night  I  had  a  conversation  writh  Diana  Moon.  She  sees  more  than 
you  may  believe  and  she  and  her  old  man  are  not  the  best  secret  boxes. 
But  that  is  another  story  and  not  for  me  to  tell. 

EMMIE  LOU  WASHINGTON 
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“Little  sidelong'  glances, 

Little  looks  so  quaint 
Make  you  think  its  love 
When  it  really  aint !” 

Wilhelmina:  Margaret,  have  you  confessed? 

Margaret:  No,  I  haven’t  anything  to  tell  Mrs.  Byrd. 

Wil :  She  isn't  going  to  do  anything  to  those  who  own  up. 

Mar:  \ou  don  t  mean  it!  Ruth,  Let’s  g'o  confess  right  now. 

Miss  Warlick  (passing  a  hot  dog  stand  at  the  Fair  ground)  :  “Oh!  Let’s  get 
a  white  dog.” 

Miss  Sott :  Mary  Louise,  can  you  tell  us  something*  about  the  old  English 
festival  ? 

M.  L. ;  Well,  on  festival  days  the  people  would  come  to  the  feast  of  the 
nobles  disguised  as  mummys  and  in  other  ridiculous  costumes  for  the  amuse¬ 
ment  of  guest. 

LOOK  OUT  GIRLS!!! 

Mrs.  Byrd  to  Freshman:  Who  was  Elijah? 

Fresh:  Elijah  was  the  lady  with  a  painted  face  who  stood  at  the  window 
and  watched  the  soldier  John  go  by. 

Mrs.  Byrd:  Mary,  will  you  tell  the  class  what  happened  to  Elijah? 

Mary:  Yes  Ma’am  He  descended  into  Heaven  in  a  cloud  of  dust. 

CHICORA’S  WALL  STREET!! 

Miss  Godbold :  Gertrude  if  you  had  a  plot  of  ground  100  by  50  ft  in  which 
to  lay  out  a  basketball  court,  what  dimensions  would  you  make  it? 
Gertrude:  I’d  make  it  70  by  35  ft.  and  leave  the  rest  for  the  spectators. 

Mrs.  Byrd — Someone  give  me  an  example  of  how  we  use  credientials  in  our 
everyday  life. 

Gene  Rabb — Mother  puts  them  in  cake ! 

She :  Clothes  do  not  make  the  women. 

He:  Don’t  you  believe  it.  Fine  feathers  have  made  many  a  bird. 

K.  Lawton:  What  do  you  do  when  you  wear  your  shoes  out? 

E.  Clarke:  I  write  home  for  more  money  and  buy  some  more. 

K.  Lawton :  I  don’t,  I  wear  mine  back  in. 
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Aunmmrrmrntfl  iit  (£haprl 

K.  Yarborough:  Chris  you  must  'b>|>  wearing  such  short  dresses,  you  have 
got  to  do  away  with  them  entirely. 

Mrs.  Byrd:  tori'  you  ju't  mu't  'top  running  out  and  speaking  to  automo- 
b'les. 

Mrs  Byrd:  If  you  have  any  old  magazines  save  them  to  take  to  the  asylum, 
they  are  ju't  crazy  over  old  magazines. 


£riuiir  JJrmjram 


Bible  . 

Knglish  . 

Ethics . . 

Voice . 

Gvm  . 

Education  . 

I('Vchology . 

Otr  IlmnJrtJ  fifty -it* 


At  IBIZ  Manning 

Each  morning  at  seven-thirty 
Comes  a  clanging  (we  know  it  well) 

W  hich  brings  us  back  to  our  senses 
And  is  known  as  the  Rising  bell. 

And  then  from  the  rooms  all  around  me. 
First  signs  of  a  “Chicora”  day, 

All  armed  with  soap  and  tooth  brushes 
Come  forth  to  enter  the  fray. 

In  fifteen  minutes  we’re  ready 
And  down  to  breakfast  we  tear, 

One  Junior  and  Freshmen  many. 

Eighteen  Seniors  with  dignified  air. 

In  classes  and  in  practice 

We  work  the  rest  of  the  day, 

For  good  marks,  you  know, 

Are  obtained  in  no  other  way. 

When  dinner  time  comes  we  are  famished, 
And  it  never  enters  a  head 
To  wonder  if  it  be  fish  day 

Or  the  day  for  beans  and  corn  bread. 

Then  for  the  rest  of  the  evening 
We  must  study  or  quiet  down; 

’Tis  said  that  some  write  to — , 

Back  in  the  old  home  town. 

At  ten  there’s  a  rush  and  hurry 
To  at  least  appear  ready  for  bed. 

Lest  a  name  for  future  reference 
Be  stored  in  the  Proctor’s  head. 

Every  one  is  ready  for  Light  bell 
At  a  quarter  after  ten. 

Books  and  lessons  are  forgotten, 

Sleepy  eyes  are  closed  and  then — 

One  hundred-ninety  snores  in  crescendo 
Join  in  the  music  sweet, 

Is  proof  that  all  is  well 

With  the  girls  on  Blandiing  Street. 


Page  One  Hundred  Fifty-seven 


I  see  several  faces  beam  at  the  mention  of  the  word  “Jim.”  To  them  it 
means  dark  hair,  brown  eyes,  and  uniform,  but  to  Chicora  girls  it  means 
fifty  minutes  of  excitement.  Sometimes  they  are  minutes  of  movie  perfor¬ 
mances,  such  as  “Mary  Pickford”  learning  to  right  about  face  gracefully, 
or  “Norma  Talmadge”  showing  the  newest  way  to  keep  step,  and  even 
sometimes  “Dear  Ole  Fatty”  races  around  the  court,  as  if  after  a  favorite 
sign. 

There  are  other  days  when  the  monotony  is  broken  by  ‘bouquets”  being 
thrown  in  every  direction.  You  will  be  sure  to  get  one  if  you  step  over  a 
line  when  you  are  playing  basket-ball,  or  face  the  wrong  way  in  drill.  They 
are  generally  lovely  little  clusters  of:  “Darling,  right  on  the  line,  please” — or 
"Cutie  can’t  you  tell  your  right  from  your  left?”  Moreover,  if  not  accustomed 
to  shocks  you  are  liable  to  mistake  a  “viff”  in  the  back  for  a  bolt  of  light¬ 
ning,  if  you  don’t  hold  your  chest  out,  or  to  have  an  idea  that  a  lion  has 
hold  of  your  chin,  if  it  happens  not  to  be  in  the  right  position. 

On  the  very  warmest  day  of  the  year,  when  you  have  laughed  or  gotten 
out  of  step,  you  will  find  yourself  suddenly  freezing,  and  feel  that  an  iceberg 
must  certainly  be  near.  You  look  around  for  it,  and  find  only  two  eyes 
giving  you  a  long,  lean,  cold  stare.  Then  very  likely  you  get  rather  warm  in 
the  collar,  and  you  certainly  don’t  get  tickled  again  soon. 

I’ll  tell  you,  “Gym,”  according  to  my  way  of  thinking,  brings  us  more 
visions  of  slams,  bangs,  licks  and  laughs  than  of  dark  hair,  brown  eyes  and 
uniforms,  but — 

Here’s  to  you,  old  Gym ! 

You  make  me  laugh, 

You  make  me  cry, 

But  I  love  your  Movie  Vim ! 

Even  catching  bouquets  and  Tar, 

I  hope  some  sweet  day 
To  play  Basket-ball — 

Or  be  a  movie  star ! 

M.  Fogle  ’21 
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Jf  3  (Hhtht  iHu  Slathers 

I’d  always  be  so  sweet  and  meek, 

If  I  only  had  my  rathers ! 

I’d  go  to  school  but  once  a  week, 

If  I  only  had  my  rathers. 

In  bed  I’d  breakfast  every  morn, 

I’d  sniff  at  every  rule  in  scorn — 

If  I  only  had  my  rathers ! 

I’d  never,  never  go  to  walk, 

If  I  only  had  my  rathers  ; 

And  after  light  bell  I  would  talk, 

If  I  only  had  my  rathers. 

I’d  never  wear  my  overshoes, 

I’d  never  have  a  cause  for  blues — 

If  I  only  had  my  rathers ! 

I’d  have  dessert  three  times  a  day, 

If  I  only  had  my  rathers; 

I’d  plan  things  in  a  different  way, 

If  I  only  had  my  rathers. 

I’d  have  a  caller  every  night ; 

I'd  always  do  as  I  think  right — 

If  I  only  had  my  rathers. 

I’d  go  away  for  each  week-end, 

If  I  only  had  my  rathers ; 

I'd  have  a  dozen  rats  to  lend, 

If  I  only  had  my  rathers. 

I’d  spend  a  million  dollars  plus 

(And  gracious,  how  my  dad  would  fuss!) 

If  I  only  had  my  rathers! 

Lucille  Belk,  ’22. 
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Slip  Hells 

\\  ith  Apology  to  Samuel  Woodworth 

How  dear  to  my  heart  are  the  scenes  of  my  school  days 

When  fond  recollections  present  them  to  view 

The  dog-wood,  the  arbors,  the  deep  tangled  wildwood, 

And  all  the  loved  spots  that  my  school  days  once  knew. 

The  wide  spreading  trees  and  the  seats  that  stood  near  them 
The  fountain,  the  basket-ball  court  in  the  rear, 

The  clock  in  the  hall,  and  the  phone  that  stood  near  it, 

And  e’en  those  dear  bells  that  once  fell  on  the  ear. 

The  old  bells,  the  dear  bells,  the  loud  sounding  room  bells, 
And  e'en  the  old  light  bell  that  fell  on  the  ear. 

How  oft  when  I  waked  on  a  cold  winter’s  morning, 

And  that  that  the  day  must  be  far  from  its  dawn, 

I  heard  a  quick  foot-step  and  then  a  loud  jangle, 

And  knew  that  the  time  for  my  sleeping  was  gone. 

But  still  I  would  linger  and  closing  my  eyelids 
Would  say  that  a  little  more  rest  would  suffice, 

A  little  more  sleep  and  a  little  more  slumber! 

When  lo !  I’d  be  late  and  must  pay  the  full  price. 

The  old  bells,  the  dear  bells,  the  loud  sounding  first  bell 
The  bell  that  awoke  me  in  morn’s  early  dawn. 

How  sweet  was  the  sound  of  the  clear  ringing  class  bell, 
When  hungry  and  worn  we  longed  for  a  rest. 

O,  do  not  forget  it  but  often  remember 

How  welcome  it  was  at  the  end  of  a  test.  ^ 

The  dining  hall  dear  and  the  kitchen  hard  by  it, 

The  churns  of  ice  cream  that  oft  stood  at  the  step, 

The  smell  of  the  soup  and  the  onions  so  luscious 
Would  give  to  our  footsteps  most  wonderful  pep. 

The  old  bell,  the  dear  bell,  the  clear  morning  class  bell, 

The  dearly  loved  lunch  bell  that  ended  a  test. 
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Presbyterian  College 

OF 

SOUTH  CAROLINA 

Clinton,  S.  C. 


It  a  Chicora  College  girl  has  a  brother 
ready  to  enter  college  this  fall,  tell 
him  to  write  to  the  Presbyterian  Col¬ 
lege  ot  South  Carolina  for  catalog  and 
literature. 

He  will  find  beautiful  buildings,  strong 
faculty,  high  standard  of  work,  winning 
athletic  teams. 

The  completion  of  the  Million  Dollar 
Campaign  assures  a  new  gymnasium 
and  the  future  of  the  College. 

Apply  early.  The  College  will  be  full 
this  fall. 


DAVISON  M.  DOUGLAS,  President 
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Look  to 

Stelling-  Nickerson 

For  the  Newest  and 
Smartest  Styles  in 
Women’s  Footwear 


Smartly  attired  women 
invariably  look  to  us 
for  footwear  to  har¬ 
monize  with  prevailing 
styles  in  suits  and 
gowns. 

Our  models  predomi¬ 
nate  wherever  women 
of  loveliness  and  charm 
assemble. 

And  we  make  certain  that  our  prices 
represent  the  lowest  to  which  they 
may  go  and  still  he  STELLING- 
NI CKER  S  ON ’  S  standard  of 
quality. 

Stelling-Nickerson  Shoe  Co. 

“IF  THEY’RE  NEW  -  WE  HAVE  THEM” 

1237  MAIN  STREET  COLUMBIA,  S.  C. 


This  Graceful  Variation  of  the 
Sandal  is  Appropriate 
for  any  Occasion 


A  truly  smart  pump— 
for  street  or  for  dancing; 
for  afternoon  vJear  or  for 
evening— it  is  an  excel¬ 
lent  taste. 

A  single  slim  strap  fast¬ 
ening  o\)er  tke  instep 
•with  a  smoked  pearl  but¬ 
ton.  Slender  French 
heels— these  details  make 
footwear  graceful  and 
modish. 
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WHY  NOT  GIFTS  THAT  LAST? 

M@®  Fisnlkdlsdensa 

1602  MAIN  STREET 


Diamonds,  Watches,  Jewelry  and  Silverware 

10  Per  Cent  Discount  to  College  Students 


Offering  You  Exclusiveness 

TO  offer  exdusiveness  without  drastic  departures 
from  the  style  trend  of  the  season  is  the  earnest 
endeavor  of  this  store.  We  consider  ourselves 
specialists  in  the  art  of  suggesting  the  most 
beautiful  ready-to-wear. 

A  millinery  department  has  recently  been  added 
to  this  store.  A  milliner  of  long  experience  will 
delight  in  showing  hats  that  are  decidedly  chic 
and  different. 

It  will  be  well  to  remember  that  here  you  may 
purchase  Rosemary  dresses,  Lerner  Blouses,  Gold 
Stripe  Hosiery  and  suits  and  millinery  from  the 
country’s  foremost  makers. 

1 


SMITH 


1537  MAIN  ST. 
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CALL  ON 

SYLVAN  BROTHERS 

FOR 

Suitable  Presentation  Goods.  Our  stock 
affords  the  largest  selection  in  the  State 
of  all  Solid  and  Genuine  Goods.  We 
make  a  specialty  of  Engagement  Rings. 

We  also  have  our  own  Manufacturing 
Plant,  where  we  make  special  designs  in 
Medals,  Class  Rings  and  Class  Pins. 

SYLVAN  BROTHERS 

Jewelers,  Silversmiths  and  Diamond  Merchants 

Cor.  Main  and  Hampton  Streets  Columbia,  S.  C. 


Every  Woman  Should  Have  a  Bank  Account 


That  a  woman  is  dependent  on  a  husband  or  father  tor  her 
living  is  no  good  reason  why  she  should  not  have  a  bank 
account.  In  fact,  it  makes  the  advisability  of  it  all  the 
stronger.  There  is  no  knowing  how  suddenly  or  unexpect¬ 
edly  unforseen  circumstances  will  deprive  her  of  financial 
support,  and  to  be  absolutely  without  money,  even  tempo¬ 
rarily,  is  extremely  embarrassing,  if  not  worse. 

Many  ladies  carry  accounts  at  this  institution,  and  we 
make  special  provision  for  their  comfort  and  convenience. 

If  you  have  no  account  here,  open  one  at  the  first  oppor¬ 
tunity.  The  same  rate  of  interest  is  paid  on  both  large  and 
small  amounts. 


The  CAROLINA  NATIONAL  BANK 

Columbia,  South  Carolina 
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“MEET  ME  AT  TAPP’S” 

The  Growing  Store 


Our  New  Tailored  COAT  SUITS  and 
COATS  are  superior  to  any  we  have  ever 
had.  We  bought  exact  copies  and 
adaptations  from  Paris  designs.  We  had 
them  manufactured  out  of  the  smartest 
fabrics  of  the  season. 

We  specialize  and  emphasize  on 
Women’s  and  Misses’  Tailored  Coat 
Suits,  and  no  lady  who  cares  can  afford 
to  miss  our  Suit  Display.  It’s  an  educa¬ 
tion  to  look  them  over. 


You  Should  Shop  In  Every  Department  In  Our  Great  Store 


Handkerchief  Dept. 

Lace  Dept. 

Glove  Dept. 

Hosiery  Dept. 

Neckwear  Dept. 

Knit  Underwear  Dept. 
Muslin  Underwear  Dept. 
Shoe  Dept. 


Notions  Dept. 

Men’s  Furnishings  Dept. 
Jewelry  Dept. 

Linen  Dept. 

Silk  Dept. 

Wool  Piece  Goods 
Corset  Dept. 

Wash  Goods  Dept. 


Domestic  Department 


Dependable  Merchandise  at  Most  Modest  Prices.  Shop  at  Tapp’s 
and  Save  Money  on  Every  Purchase. 


The  James  L.  Tapp  Go. 


Cor.  MAIN  and  BLANDING  STS. 


COLUMBIA,  S.  C. 
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Evening  Gloves  Dancing  Corsets 

WHERE  ALL  COLUMBIA  SHOPS 

Millinery,  Evening  Gowns,  Costumes,  Tailored  Suits 

Silk  Underwear,  “ Keyser”  Gloves,  Hosiery 

MIMNAUGH’S 


Wingfield’s  Drug  Store 

1443  MAIN  STREET  COLUMBIA,  S.  C. 

OPEN  ALL  NIGHT 


CALDWELL’S 

FOR  THE  BEST  IN 

HIGH  CLASS  WOMAN’S  WEAR 

College  Girls--- We  Want  Your  Trade 

Ten  Per  Cent  Discount  Allowed 

Millinery,  Evening  Costumes,  Tailored  Suits 


Globe  Dry  Goods  Co. 

SOLICITS  A  SHARE  OF  YOUR  PATRONAGE 

Globe  Dry  Goods  Co. 


1620  MAIN  STREET 


COLUMBIA,  S.  C. 
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When  yon  see  the  name 

SARGEANT 

on  a  photograph  the  highest  degree  of 
perfection  has  been  attained. 

PORTRAIT  and  COMMERCIAL 
PHOTOGRAPHERS 

Phone  1067  1263  Main  Street 


LINDLER’S  STUDIO 

The  College  Girls’  Headquarters  for  meeting  the  girls 
and  phoning,  while  up  street. 

I  give  Student’s  discount  to  College  Girls  on  all  Photographs 

MISS  L.  LINDER 

1306  Main  Street  Phone  676 


BULL  DRY  GOODS  CO. 

1632  MAIN  STREET 

COLUMBIA,  SOUTH  CAROLINA 

Ladies’  Ready-to-Wear  Garments,  Dry 
Goods,  Notions,  Neckwear 
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WHEN  YOU  MAKE  A  CALL 

By  letter,  it  should  get  the  same  care  you  would  give  to  a  personal 
call.  You  dress  correctly  yourself,  and  courtesy  requires  the  same 
formal  correctness  in  your  writing  paper.  CRANE’S  LINEN 
LAWN  ( the  correct  paper)  wdl  properly  represent  you  on  any 
occasion.  We  invite  you  to  inspect  our  extensive  display  of  these 
elegant  papers. 

LUTHERAN  BOOK  STORE 

1617  Sumter  Street 


MIOT’S  PHARMACY 

Whitman’s  Candy  Toilet  Articles 

Soda  Fountain  Unexcelled 


1436  MAIN  STREET 


PHONE  357  -  609 


UNIVERSITY  OF  SOUTH  CAROLINA 

The  University  is  organized  with  the  following  divisions : 

I.  SCHOOL  OF  ARTS  AND  SCIENCE.  II.  SCHOOL  OF  EDUCATION. 

III.  GRADUATE  SCHOOL,  with  advanced  courses  leading  to  the  degree 
of  Master  of  Arts. 

IV.  SCHOOL  OF  ENGINEERING,  CIVIL  AND  ELECTRICAL,  leading  to 
the  C.  E.  degree. 

V.  SCHOOL  OF  LAW,  with  a  course  leading  to  the  degree  of  LL.  B. 

VI.  SCHOOL  OF  COMMERCE. 

VII.  R.  O.  T.  C.  MILITARY  TRAINING,  compulsory  for  freshmen  and 
Sophomores. 

Next  session  begins  September  17,  1921.  For  further  information  address 
W.  S.  CURRELL,  President, 

Columbia,  S.  C. 


C.  D.  Kenny  Co. 

TEA,  COFFEE  and  SUGAR 


1639  Main  St. 


Phone  153-154 


Columbia,  S.  C. 
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PERRY -MANN  ELECTRIC  CO. 

Electrical  Supplies,  Reading  Lamps, 
Curling  Irons,  Heating  Appliances. 


Outlook  Cloak  &  Suit  Co. 

WOMEN’S  and  MISSES’  OUTFITTERS 

10  per  cent,  discount  to  all  College  girls  and  their  parents 

1616  Main  St.  Columbia,  S.  C. 


:nnn(gdl  EltefJaiiTC® 

O  present  an  appearance  of  elegance  is  no  easy  matter.  It 
is  difficult  to  a'Ooid  commonness  and  vulgarity  in  one’s 
dress.  We  believe  that  tkis  store  offers  an  unusual  ad¬ 
vantage  each  season  in  presenting  uncommon  styles,  dis¬ 
tinct  refinement  and  unsurpassed  quality. 

Perhaps  you  know  that  the  Bon  Marche  is  one  of  a 
group  of  stores  appealing  to  a  high  class  clientele.  But  do  you  know 
that  the  combined  purchasing  power  of  this  organization  makes  it 
possible  for  us  to  price  this  apparel  as  reasonably  as  common  merchan¬ 
dise?  We  offer  no  special  prices  to  any  class  of  buyers,  but  in  each 
instance  the  pricing  is  as  reasonable  as  good  merchandising  permits  of. 

This  season  the  coats,  suits,  millinery  and  dresses  are  beautiful  be¬ 
yond  expression.  We  invite  you  earnestly  to  \>isit  each  of  our  three 
floors.  You  will  find  salespeople  here  who  are  interested  in  your 
clothing  problems  and  v?ho  are  always  pleased  to  show  you  whether 
you  buy  or  not.  Not  only  do  we  present  ready-to-wear,  but  every 
article  a  high-class  department  store  is  supposed  to  sell. 


Bko) 
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©TEL  JEFFS 


Absolutely  Fireproof 
180  Rooms 


Every  Room  With  Bath 
European  Plan 


R.  W.  CAIN 

Manager 


HOTEL  JEROME 

Columbia,  South  Carolina 
AMERICAN  PLAN 
Rates  $3.75  per  day  and  upward 


SLY3LS 


Winner  of  first  prize  of  South 
Carolina  state  fair  for  seven  years 


1511  Main  Street 


Columbia,  S.  C. 
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Aft  er  Graduation 

Why  not  a  good 

Business  College  Course 


Special  attention  to  post  graduates. 
Write  for  information  -  or  Letter 
still  call  at  the  office  for  information 

Phone  Q51 


Draughon’s  Business  College 

Cor.  Main  and  Lady  Streets  Columbia,  South  Carolina 
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J.  C.  MOORE 

&  SON 

WOMEN’S  AND  MISSES’ 

Suits,  Dresses,  Coats, 

Corsets, 

Hos- 

iery,  Underwear,  Gloves 

MAIN  AND  BLANDING 

STREETS, 

COLUMBIA, 

- 

s.  c. 

S.  B.  McMASTER 

TENNIS  GOODS 

1324  Main  Street,  COLUMBIA,  S.  C. 


TRADE  AT 

Haltiwanger’s 

Ladies’  Ready-to-Wear  and 
Millinery 

Telephone  2647  1  439  Main  St. 


E.  P.  &  F.  O.  DAVIS 

THE  LATEST  THINGS  IN 

nr  Footwear 

1710  Main  St.  COLUMBIA,  S.  C. 
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Walk  a  Block 


Save  a  Dollar 


Maynard’s  Shoes 


1723  Main  St. 


Columbia 


THE  JOHN  CHURCH  COMPANY 


COLUMBIA,  S.  C. 

Manufacturers  and  Distributors  of 


Fine  Pianos,  Player  Pianos  and  Phonographs 


1805  Main  Street. 


Telephone,  2000 


THE  TEA  SHOP 

at  THE  BLUE  TRELLIS 

IN  THE  ARCADE 

DELICIOUS  LUNCHEONS  SERVED 

Open  from  9  a.  m.  until  8  p.  m. 


HENDRIX’S 
Good  Things  to  Eat! 

GROCER,  MARKET,  BAKERY,  DELICATESSEN 

Corner  Main  and  Blanding. 

Phones---Thirty-Seven  Hundred 
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Th<B  Bsmk  ©2 

COLUMBIA,  S.  C. 

Capital  $300,000.00 


L.  L.  HARDIN,  President 
S.  T.  CARTER,  Vice-Pres. 

JAMES  MacDONALD,  Vice-Pres. 
ASHLEY  C.  TOBIAS,  Jr.  Vice-Pres. 
E.  O.  BLACK,  Vice-Pres. 


E  W.  PIKE,  Cashier 
L.  R.  WELLER,  Asst.  Cashier 
W.  A  SEEGERS,  Asst.  Cashier 
W.  B.  BISHOP,  Asst.  Cashier 
O.  N.  M ATTISON,  Auditor 


We  invite  Accounts,  large  or  small,  feeling  that 
relations  once  established  will  become  perma¬ 
nently  agreeable  and  mutually  profitable. 


A  Paramount  Picture 
is  ALWAYS  a  GOOD  picture. 


And  Paramount  Pictures 
are  shown  exclusively  at  the 

IMPERIAL 
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COLUMBIA  THEATRE 

The  Standard  of  the  World 

5  -  ciCTS  -  5 

Daily  at  3:30  -  7:30  -  9:15 

Matinee  11c  -  28c  -  39c 
Evenings  22c  -  39c  -  55c 

Night  Prices  Charged  on  L,egal  Holidays 
and  Saturday  Matinees. 

K1ITH  VAUDEVILLE 


We  Bring  NIew  York  to  You 

Popular  Priced  Milliner}? 

Not  alone  the  Quality  but  the  Styles  seem 
incredible  at  our  prices. 

$5.00  -  $10.00  -  $15  .00 

“Exclusiveness”  Tempered  by  “Economy” 

New  York  Model  Hat  Shop 

1514  Main  Street  Watch  Our  Windows 
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C  HU  €  ®  m,  A 


MUSS'©  mw3 

COLUMBIA,  S.  C. 


A  Standard  College  of  Distinction 
and  Character 

offers  courses  in 

Religion  and  Philosophy 
Letters  and  Science 
Home  Economics 
The  Fine  Arts 

Music ,  Art  and  Expression 


OUR  MOTTO:  Non-Ministrari  Sed  Ministrare 


>„  Cn  Bymd> 

President 
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BRIGGS’  CAFE 

E.  M.  BRIGGS,  Proprietor 

Strictly  American 

1323  Main  Street  -  Phone  233  -  Columbia,  S.  C. 


What’s  a  Sweeter  expression  of  thought  than  Candy? 

THE  FINEST  YOU  CAN  GET- 
JOHNSON’S  and  Foss’s  and  Log  Cabin  Pecan  Roll 

IS  SOLD  AT 

THE  WIGWAM,  Inc. 

1248  M  ain  Street  Columbia,  S.  C. 

Remember  Our  Phone  Number  -  715 


THE  CAROLINA  DRY  CLEANING  CO. 

Parcel  Post  Work  a  Specialty 

We  Pay  the  Postage  One  Way 

1608  Barnwell  Street  Columbia,  South  Carolina 


JACKSON  As  JACOCKS 

1327  MAIN  STREET 

COLUMBIA,  S.  C. 

Chicora  Student: 

We  do  form  and  circular  letter  work,  and  are  advertising  this  Work  With  you. 

When  $ou  reach  home  will  >>ou  show  this  AD  to  your  DAD  and  get  him  to  ask  us 
hoW  he  can  use  multigraphing  to  advantage? 

Thanking  >>ou, 

CHAS.  E.  JACKSON 
C.  WEST  JACOCKS,  Jr. 

MULTIGRAPHING  -  MIMEOGRAPHING  -  STENOGRAPHY 


Page  One  Hundred  Seventy-eight 


s 


IS  THERE  A  PHOTOGRAPHER 
IN  COLUMBIA  ? 

CHARACTERISTIC 

PHOTOGRAPHS 

Hollands 

Studio 

FRED  TOOL,  Proprietor 

Columbia, 

South  Carolina 

Telephone  1141 

1435  Main  Street 

The  Creamery  Lunch  Room 

No.  1216  Lady,  ’half-block  from  Main 

Breakfast,  Dinner,  Afternoon  Tea,  Supper 

TABLE  D'HOTE  AND  A  LA  CARTE 

Prices  Moderate!  Quality  Excellent!  Service  Perfect! 

A  PARTICULAR  PLACE  FOR  PARTICULAR  PEOPLE 


“We  can’t  paint  all  the  scenery  so  we  paint  the  best” 

iiMHr'H  Smiir  Stuii  in 

Originators  of  High  Quality  Scenery  for  Theatres,  Opera 
Houses  and  Auditoriums  Including  School  Auditoriums 

GENERAL  OFFICES  1522  MAIN  ST.,  COLUMBIA,  S.  C. 

STUDIO  2223  LINCOLN. STREET 

Our  Perfect  Blue  White  Diamond  Picture  Curtains  and  Screens 
“BEST  BY  TEST  ” 
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Good  Things  To  Eat 

Blanding  Street  Drug  Store 

1731  BLANDING  ST.  Phones  454  -  455 

When  Hungry  Come  or  Phone 


One  Hundred  Eighty 
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HAMMERSMITH 
KORTMEYER  CO. 

ENGRAVERS  -  PRINTERS 

M  I  LW A  U  K  E  E  .  W  I  S  . 


